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when all bope was fled. 
« wreath of Beyes doth ye, * ant 
; baniſh"d dye. 


- 'Bi iy (Gan 6 life to him dothgive, 
BD _' tines 5 ſweet Ovid Jill doth tive, 
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-- Wide Liber ronaldo. Dominus fuir xv), & inde 
A Y, Diſce pools Domino, fer mal?, yade Liber, 
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wa RISTI A, 


CONTAINING 


'E Five Books of mournful 


EL EGIES. 


Which he evetly compoſed in the'$ 
midft of his Adverlity, while he lv!d in 


Tomos aCity of PON TVUS. | 
> VVhere he died after Seven Years Þ 


- Baniſhigent from R O M FE. 
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TO THE 
Honourable, and wor- 


thy of Honour by : 
Deſert, | | . E 
Sr. Kenelme Digby K-*- 


! SIR, 


: Dy S9 Our generous mind fra- 
1 
< 


4 
$1 


& med by nature to vercue 
BA and vertuous ations, is ſo 
well known to Souldiers His ergo 
and Scholars,that as Mars gives you generoſus ? 
Bayes, ſo the . Mwſes do give you 44 as 
Books. The confideration where- —_ packs 
of hach embeldned me ( chough a 
ranger ) ro offer to your proreRion bo FY "8 
this tranſlation of Ovids Elegys,who 
I think was even rocked in his cra- 
dle by the Muſes and fed with ſugar 
and Heliconian water, which made 
* him have ſo ſweer a vein of Poetry, 
' Sothar the name of Ovid is a futh- 
cient commendation for any work 
of his ; if my Engliſh can bur like the 
A 3 | Eccho 


Fehgl nd hack chefofr Muſick off; 


his lines. And indeed if he write 
beſt of love thar hath'been in love : 


and thac therejs a cercan, wipe or: 
che 


efficacy in *his 'word$thar feels 
affe&tion ; I doubt not but my own 
ſorrow hath' Jearn'd me how to 
. tranſlate Ovids.forrow. For I con+ 


fels I was never in Foxtunes books, | 


and rMerefore am nor math indebr- 


ed to her, neicher do I care forher } 


frowns; butT am grieved for one # 


who is my brother: in mil- forcune, 
' whois exslin Patria, being cnfors. 
ced'to ler thar- skill and experience 
. which he hach goccen abroad in 


© Marine affairs, and -which hach 


been approved of both by the Eng- 
liſh and Dutch Nartions-in ſeveral 
long voyages, lie dead in him for 
wanr.of employment, which is the 
life of practical knowledge : And 
thongh he muſt be compelled by. 
his preſent fares to accept of the im- 


ploymenr of foraign Nations, yer 
if a way might be opened untohim. . 


he is more willing ( as he is bound 
by duty ) to ſerve his native King 


arid Country, which defire of his I-. 


know 
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Deaicatory. 

- your 'genexous diſpokition / .. <.- 
cannot but cheriſh, and approve of 
my love towards hims This-book 
Ovid {ent to the City of Rowe as ap- 
pears by the firſt verſe, Parve nec in- _ __ 
video &fe, and" I am now to fend' |. |. 
it forth into a'Ciry abounding with: ::z -:- 
Criticht , and therefore'ic defires* 5. =. 


£ 


5 your ' worthy patronage and de-i > + 
| tence ;/ for which (if Ovid lived 

z he:would- make his fluent'Muſe © © 
z expreſs his chan kfulnefs > Bur Tt 


for any. favonr \ which | you ſhall' +55 
ſhew unto this cranſlacion , male 75) 255v 
acknowledge my ſelf bound uns * © 


| ro- your- 'vertue', which"'T wiſh \ © 


may fhine forth in proſperous. © © 
aQtions',+ * until your* fame be © 


equal to Ceſar , who baniſhed" | 
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' Theſervant of your _ - EE 


| | . Pertmes, 
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We SAETONSTAL, © 


JEEP therein to move thy affeBion to be f 


' now baniſh'd from all company ; be that was once 
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» -- *PortheReader: 


RISEQT is now grown 4 common cuſtone tl 
- cek thy good will by an Epiſtle, and 


vourable to the preſent work, wherein 1 need not) 
beftow any great puins, for this is a truenſlation? 
of Ovids laſt book whith he writ in; baniſhment," 
and therefare if you would ſet before your eyes, 
the preſent eſt ate wherein he then lived, jt would 
exceedingly move your pitty towards bins, Ima» 
gine that you ſaw Quid in the Land of Pontus, 
where he whoſe company was (0 much defired,was 


the Darling of the Muſes, now made the ſubjet 
of miſery;he that drank choiſe wines, now drinks! 
(pring water ; he that wore a wreath of Bayes, 
now wears a wreath of Cypreſt : and to conclude, 
he that was onceſo famong, was now as much un- 
fortunate, and all this was moſt unwortbily in- 
flifed on him for ſome offence committed againſt 
Czſar, and alſo for writing that _y Book 
which he called the Art of Love ; for theſe two 
he accuſes as the cauſers of his baniſhmentz du- 
ring which time he writ this leſt Baokgeutituling 
72 bls Triſtium, becauſe it contained his _—_ 


CF ep, To the Reader. * ..* 

: And leftly conflder, that after he had nritten 
f this book, having divers times ſought tobeye- 
pealed from bant{hment 3 and deſpairing of any. 
mercy from Czlar,he at laſ# dyed;in'the ſeventh 
| year of his Baniſhment,from Rome: the Buſes, 
5 together withVenus and a hundred littleCupids 
8 being monrners at his Funeral, 1f therefore you 
ever loved the ſweetneſs of Ovids veine,or if the 
conſideration of his ſufferance in haniſhment, his 
want, his griefs, his affliftions, and laſty 'bie 
death in a barbareus Land, can move yomr pitty 
and compaſſion, 1 doubt not but you will ſhew 
mmch love and affeftion to theſe Elegies,even for 
Ovids ſake, whoſe compeſitions were ſo ſweet and 
fluent, that his werſes did run like a ſmooth 
ſtream fed by the ſpring of the Muſes, ſo that 
he could haydly ſpeak but in the manner of 4 
werſe, for ſo heteſtifies of himſelf - Quicquid 
conabor dicere verſus erit. Now for my ſelf, [ 
have put theſe Elegies of Ovids into an Engliſh 
muurning habit, with a frontiſpiece to give thee 
a clear view of Ovids miſery, and to make thy 
heart more apt to receive a deeper irpreſſion of 
his ſorrow, that ſceing how unmorthily he mas 
dealt withal, thou mayeſ# both pitty Ovid, and 
love this work of bis, which is all I deſire. 

:© Thine + 


v W. S: 
Angelus 


gram onthe baniſhment 
and death of 01d. 


TY He Roman Poet lies in the Euxine ſhore, 

| . And barbarxous carth the Poer covers o're 
Hun that did write of love, that land doth bide, 
Through which the 1ſters colder ſtreamg'do glides 
And were it not a ſhame rob: (O Rome) 

'More cruel then the Getes toſuch a ſon ? 

Oh Muſes while he ſick in Scyibia lay, 

Who was there thac his ſickneſs could allay ? 
Oc keep his cold limbs in the bed by force, 

Or paſs away the day with ſome diſcourſ: ? 

Or that could feel his pulſe when ir did bear, 

Or applyto him warm things to cherith hear? 


- Oc cloſe bis eyes, even ſwimming round with death ; 


And at his mouth receive his lareſt breath ? 

T here were none, for his ancient friends then were 
In rhee O Rowe, from Pontus diſtanr far. 

His wife and Nephews were far off together, 
His Daughcer went nor with her baniſh'd Father, 
The Beſs and Coralli were in theſe parts, 

And the skin-weating Getes with ſtony hearts. 
The Sarmate riding on his horſe was there, 

To comfort him with looks that dreadful were. 
Yer when he was dead, the Beſſs-wept, the Gete, 
And ſtout Sarmatians did theirf aces bear. 


Woods, mountains, beaſts, a mourning day did keep, 


And Ifters pearly ſtreams ghey ſay gig neep. 
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Some ſayrhar frozen Pontus did begin : 
To melr, with tears that Sea- Nimphs ſhed for bim, 
Light Cupids with their mether Peng ran, 

And. with corches ſer the funeral pile on flame : 

And while his body did conſume and burn, 

They pur his aſhes in a cloſed Urn 

And on his Tombezſtone cheſe words graven were; 
He that did teach the Art of Love lies bere, 

Then Yenzus with her whice hand did bedew 

His grave, whilſt ſhe ſweec Near on hitn threw. 
The Muſes brought their Pott many a verſe, | 
Which I am far unworthy to reheaiſe, : 


Fo ; - . | 
Julius Scaliger's Verles on Ovid, 
"wherein he maketh Ovid 
ſpeak to Auguſtus, 
Would thy crucley had in me begun, 
Nor by murders ſteps to ruine me hadſt come? . 
it my wanton youth did moye thy difcoment, 
Thou mayſt condemn thy ſelf ro baniſhmenvr. 
For ſuch foul deeds thy privare rooms 'do tain, 
Thar men condemned ne*re did a& che ſame. 
Could not my wit, ner.gentleneſs chee reſtrains 
Nor ſweet tongue, ſecond to Apoiis's Veine « 
My firain hath made the ancient P oers ſofr, 
And to the new the Weight of things bath raughr, 
I chen did lye when as[ praiſcd rhee, 
For this my baniſhment mas deſery'd by me, 


OR 
Ovids Ghoſt. 


We I did live 1 got the wreath of Bayes; 


_ From giver Canons my y ownger daies 2 
| + 
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And ſoon my fame throue all the world was kiown; | 


While OvH only was efteem*d at Rome, 
But then at laſt as 1 djd raiſe my fame 


: By verſe, ſofrom my verſe my rune came. 


By an errour 1 great Cxſar*s wrath did move. 
And then by writ ing of tbe Art of Love : 

For which two faults by Czar 1 was ſent, 

To the Pontick land to live in baniſhment. 

1 endeauour'd till robe repeal'd from hence, 
But Czſar wonld not pardoa my offence. 

Thus ſeven years 1 in baniſhnent did ſpends 
#til by death my ſorrows bad an end. 

And then my ſoul to Charon's boat did gos 
Who usto Ovid did much kindaeſs ſhow : - 
And row'd me ſtraight to the Elifian fields, 
Which uato bappy ſouls ſuch pleaſure yields. 
Where wow liv, and every day copuerſe. _ 
ith ghoſts of Lovers who my lines rebearſe. 
And for my ſake ſweet Garlands they compoſe, 
Of Lifties mingled with the crimſon Roſe 5 | 
Which they do give me, thereby to explains 
How lovers once did love ſweet Ovids vein, 
And aow at laft it joyes my ghoſt to ſee, 

The world doth ftill preſerve my memory. 

And that my ſorrows they tranſlated bave, 
And . bave not buryed them within my grave, 
For which my ghoſt unto the world gives thanks, 
Is theſe words writ on the Elyſian banks. 


# 
Elegies themſelves as much indebred know 
To us; as Heroichs did to Virgil one. 
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ELEGIE I, 


In this Elegie at large 

Ovid gives his book achavoe, 

To ſee Rome, and gives direttion 
How with time to warie attion. 


Y lirrle Book the City thou ſhalt ſee, 
sWoe's me,thy Maſter may not gowith thee: 
IS YARGo,bur undreſt, and fceing chou art minc, 
| Lab EP ur on a habir like unto the time, 

7 Be not clethed with the Hyecinths purple juyce, 

7 Such colours are in mourning our of uſe, | 

| Paint nor thy Title with Vermillion dye, 

To draw unto thee every gazing cye # 

No oyle of Cedar to thy leayes allow ; 

Nor weare whire corners on thy ſable brow, 

Such Ornaments may happy books inveſt, 

Bur be thou like unto my forrune dreſt, 

Thy forehead with no pumice ſtone make fair, 

Bur come thou forch wich looſe and ragged hair. 

Nor (ſhame thoſe blors which on thy face appears,; 
For ſome may thipk they were made with my tears. 
Go book, ſalute the Ciry in my name, 

For on thy feet I will go back again ; 

And if by chance among the comm6n crew, 

Some mindful of me aske-thee bow.I'do ? 

Recarn this anſwer, tell-chem thac I live, 

And that my (God chis life doth freely give. 

Bur if they more do ſcek, then filent be, 
And ſpeaks not rhar ſhould nor be read in thee, 
dont By Then 


- 


Then the angry Reader will repear my faulr, 
While by che people Lam guilty thought, 
Defend me not, though chey my faulr repzar, 

An ill cauſc by defence is made more grear. 
Some thou ſhalr find will fighcauſe 1 ew gone, 
And readtheſe vgrſes wirh wet cheeks alenc,. | 
Who ofcen withes Ceſar would bur pleaſe, 
Some lighier puniſhmesr might his wrach appeaſe, 
And Ido pray he may nere wreched be, | 
That wiſhes Ceſar (ſiovuld rhiis pity me. 

Bur way his wiſhes come ro pals, that I 

Ar laſt may in my native Country dye. 

Bur book, 1 know, thou ſhak receive much blame, © 
And be thought infcriour unto Owid's veine - = 
Yer every Judge rhe time and matter weighs 3 

The time confidered, thou deſerveſt praile. : 
Smooth yerſes from a quiet mind do flow, 

My ryhmes are ever—caft with Yuddain woe. 

Veiſcs require much leiſure and ſweet caſey 

Bur Ll am roſt by windes and angry Seas. - 

Veries were never madein fear while I 

Dolook c:ch minute by. che-{word to dyc. 

SO that an equal judge may well approve 

Thele lines of mine, and read chem wich much loves 
Had Homey been diſtreſs'd ſo many wayes, 

Ic would his ſharp diſcerning wit amaze. 

Then book be careleſs of all idle fame, 

For to diſpleaſe thy Reader, is no ſhame, 

Since fortune hath nor ſo kind'to me been, 

"Thar thou their idle praife ſhowld ſo eftcerm, 

þ Whea I was happy, 1 did cover fame> 

'' And had a great defire xo get a name. 

Bur now bort verſe and ſtudy I do hate, 

Since they have brought me xo rhis - baniſhe Kats. 
Yer go my book, thee in my place I afligne, 
And would 16 God 1 could not call thee mine: _ - 
a EEE ; * Though 
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Though as a ſtranger thou doſt come to Keme.. 
Thou canſt nor ro the people come unknown ; 
Hadſt rhou no title, yer thy ſable hew, 

It chou deny me, will thy authour fhew 2 

Yer enrer ſecretly, leaſt ſome diſdain 

8 My verſc, which is not aow eſtcem'd by fame.. 
* And if by chance ſome when they hear me nam'd, 
Z Do caſt thee by our of their ſcornful hand, 


Z Tell them char I do reach no Rules of Loye, 


7 Thar work was long fince puniſh'd from above, 
Perhaps thou doſt imagiac thou arc ſents 

* ToCeſar's Court, which is nor my incear 2 

> Aſpire nor thou unto thoſe ſcars Divine, 

” From whence the chunder did on me decline. 


$8 Though once the Gods more favourable were. 


| Yer now their juſt deſerved wrath I feare. 

The fearful Dove once ſtruck, Kill afcer ſprings, - 
When ſhe doth hear the Hawks large ſpreading wings; 
And trom che fold the Lamb dare never ſtray, 
Thar from the Wolf hath gorten once away. 

Nor would young Phaeton deſire ro drive 

His Fathers ſtceds, if he were now alive. 

So having fclr great Zoves devouring flame, 

I 2m afraip I ſhould be ftruck again. 

H: thar was in the Gyecian fleet before, 

Will bend his ſails from che Eybean ſhore. 

And ſo my weather-bearen bark doth (hun, 

Thar placc from whence the furious Rorm begun. 
Therefore be wilcly circumſpeR, rake heed, 

Ir is enough if thee the pegple read. + 

While 1c4rus flew roo high with waxen plumes, 
The Icariay Seas from him their name aſſumes, 
Yer it is hard to councel in this aQion, 

Since time and place will give chee beſt direRion. 
For if thou ſce that Ceſars wrath be ſpent, 

And that his anger is co mildneſs bear : 


B-4 | Qc 


TUM. 
Or if ſomeCourtier rhec to Ceſar ſhow, 
And ſpeake ro him in thy behalf, rhen go 
With lucky ſtars, and bring me ſeme relief, 

:To lighten this my heavy weight of grief. 
For he by whom I didthcſe wounds obtain | 
Can like Acbilles ſpezr cure them again. 
Bur rake hecd leaſt thou do diſ-favour find, We | 
My-hopes are ſmall and fears perplex my mind 
Left 1 another puniſhmenr obrain, } 
If thou do'moye his new-calm'd wrath again, 4 
Bur when into my ſtudy theu doft ger, F 

F 


And there upon the linle ſhelves arr ſer. 
There thou ſhalr ſee thy other brorhers ſtand, 

| Brought all to life by one life-giving band. 
The reſt are by their paper titles known, 
Whoſe writren names are on their fore-head ſhown, 
Three other books thou ſhalt likewiſe diſcern, | 
Teaching loves Art which every one can learn, = 
Bur. ſhun rhem, and if thou baſt ſo much breath, | 
Tell them thar Oedipus was his fathers death. 
And if thy parents words have power to moves 
Love none of thoſe although they reach to love. 
F:iftcen volumes of changed ſhapes there lies, 
Which were of late ſnarch'e from my obſcquies ; 
Bid chem among their changed ſhapes relate; 
The ſad change of my Fertunc and eſtate; 
For ſhe*s unlike ro what ſhe was before, 
Onee happy, now wy fate 1 muſt deplore, 
I have more precepts co give thee in charge, 
Bur char my words thy ſtaying would enlarge ? 
And ſhould*ſ thou carry all my.choughts with thee, 
A burthen co thy bearcr thou would*ſt be, 
*Tis far, make haſt,” while here I live alone, 
Within a Land far diſtant from my home, 


o 


ELEGIE 1]. 


+ ELEGIE Il, 
While fear of Shipwrack all amaze 
He ts the God's devoutly prayes. 


Deſcribes the tempeſt and his feats 
At laſt the Gods by prayers bear. 


| FE Gods of Scas 


Be nor offended all for Coſars ſake, 

One Godenrag'd, ſome other pirry rake, 

{ Mars hated Troy, Apollo did defend 

| The Trojans, and fair Venus was their friend ; 
And chough that 7uzo Turnus did reſpeR, 

: Yer Venus dideFreas ſtill proxeQt, + 

3 Though Neptune ftilſ#/yfſes ruine ſought, 
Yet him Minerva unto barbour brouphr, 

And though co them we far inferiour be, 


One God diſpleas'd, ſome power may pleaſed be, 


Bur yer alas ir'is in vain ro ſpake, + 

Since on my facerhe angry waves do break) 

And now the ſourhern winds ſo cruel are, 

The will nor ler the Gods even hear my prayer : 
Bur coupling miſchicfs, with their ruffling gales, 
They take away my prayers, and driye our ſzils. 
The waves like mountains now are rowled on, 
Which even ſcem ro rouch-the ſtarry Throne, 
And by and by deep vallies do appear, 

As if thar hell it ſelf diflolved were, 
Nothing bur air and water can I ſee, 

And both of them do ſeem ro threaten me, 
Whiles divers winds their forces do diſplay, 
The ſea is doubrful which he ſhould obey, 

For now rhe winds comes from the purple eaſt, 
And ſo again it bloweth from the weſt, | 
Then Byreas flics our from the Northern Waips, 
| While Soughern winds do beat him back again ; 


= whar temains bur prayer ) 
Be pleas'd ar laſt our beaten bark to ſpare, © 


Our 
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' Arc fails him, loſt in his amazed fear, 
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- Now though Ldye, yet while char ſhe is ſafe, 


6/49, 7, 


Our Pilot knew nor whither he ſhould ſteer, 


Peciſh we muſt, all hope of life is paſt, 

Aad while 1 ſpake the angry billows flaſh'd 
Into my face, and with their waves did fill 
My mouth, while I continued praying till. 
1 know my wife at home doth now lamenr, 
And grieve to thimk upon my baniſhmenr, 
Yet knows ſhe not how I am toffed here, 
And lirtle thinks ſhe chac I am ſo near 

Ua:o my death, arid were ſhe here with me, 
My grieffor her a ſecond death would be. 


I ſhall ſurvive in her my other half. _. 2 
Bur now quick lightning breakerh chrough the Cloud, ? 
And following Thunder roarech out aloud. 
And now the waves upon rhe ſhip do bear, 
Like bullets, and as one wave doth retreat, 
Another comes that doth exceed rhe reſt, 

And thus their fury is by turns expreſt. 

I fear nor death, yec I do grieve that I 
Should here by Shipwrack in this manner dye. 
Happy is he wham fickneſs doth invade, 
Whole body in the ſolid carth is lade. 
And having made his will, in his grave may reft, 
Ner ſhall che fiſhes on his body feaſt, | 

And yer ſuppoſe my death deſerved be, 

Shall all che reſt be puniſhc here for me ? 

O ye green Gods who do the Sea command, 

Take off from ws your heavy threarning hand, 
And ler rmge bear this wretched life of mine, 

Unto that place which Ceſar did aflign. 

If you defire with death ro puniſh me, = 

My favit was Judg'd nor worthy death to be, 
Had Ceſar meant to take my lifc aways 

He ngcd not vſc your help who all do ſway. 
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or if that he do pleale my bloud ro ſpill, 
life is bur a tenure at his will. . 

Bur you whom I did never yer offead, 

Have pity 0n nA, and co mercy bend. 

or though you ſave mc in this grear diſtreſs, 


Yer you thall ſee my ruine ne*:e rhe leſs. 


And if the windes and ſeas did fayour me, 


x 
: 
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{I ſhould no leſs a baniſh'd man Rill be, * 


1 am not greedy riches ro obtain, 

Nor do I plough rhe ſca in hope of gain, 

I go nor to Athens, where I once have been, 
Or Afiaz towns which I have never ſcen, 
Nor unto Alexandriado I go, 

Toſce how Nilus ſeven ſtreams do flow. 

I wiſh a gentle wind which may ſo ſtand, 


$ To bring meſafe ro the Sarmatian Land, 


And haye. obeyed Auguſtus pleaſureRtill ; 


And though to the ſhoares of Poutue TL am ſent, 


I now complain of cardic baniſhmenr, 


And though xo Tomes I am ſent away, 
Yer for a ſpeedy paflage I do pray. F 


\ Then if you love mac, calme the angry ſeas, 


And gencly guide our ſhip if {9 you pleaſe : 

Or it you hate me, bring me to thar Land, 
Where death even for my puniſhment may ſtand, 
Then bcar me hence you windes, what do I here? 
Or whyidoth 1:ely in fight appear, 

Why ſtay you me who am by Ceſar ſent, 

Unto the Poxtich land ro baniſhmenr, 

Which I deſery'd, nor dare | ro defend, 

Thac faulc which he ſo lately harb condemn'd, 
Yer ifthe Gods did kaow our ſecret thaught, 
There was no wicked meaning io my faulr. 

You know, blind-errour carried me awayy 
While folly did my harmleſs mind betray. 

If ro hjs houſe I ever bore good will, 
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| Fo: theſe ſamt Gods which 1 before implor'd, 
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' For when the morning once drew near that 1, 
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"HM. 
If I have prayed even in Auguſtus name, 
If have prayed even for his happy reign ; 

And offcr'd incenk in Auguſtus name : 

If ſuch my mind, - then Gods from you 1 crave 
Some pirty, or clſc make the ſea my grave. 

Bur ſtay, me thinks the Clouds away are blown, 
And the ſeas vanquiſh'c rage is orecome : 


Thoſe Gods which I conditionally implor'd) 
Being ne*ce deccivedy/ do now their help afford. 


ELEGIE 11h 


_ When that unhappy hour was come, 
That be muſt now depart from Rome ; 
He ſhews bow his 4 ife and friends lament, 
Hu then approaching baniſhment. | 


THcn TI remember thar ſame faral night, 
WW The laſt char 1 injoy*d the Giries fight ; 
Wherein I left each thing ro me moſt dear ; 
Then from mine eyes there ſliderh down a tear 


By Ceſars ſentence muſt leave 1taly ; 

I had no mind te think upon the way, 

My heavy heart did fcek out all delay. 
Servants, nor yer companions did | chule, 
Nor coin,nor cloathes, which baniſht men might uſe. 
I ſtood amaz'd like one by thunder ſtruck, 
Who lives, yet thinks that life hath him fotſook, 
Put when this cloud of ſorrow was ote blown, 
And all my ſenſes were more able grown 3. 

I bad forewel ro cachſad friend by namc, 

For now of many there did few remain. . 

My Wife wept, and me weeping did imbrace, 

A ſhower of rears ſtill raining on her face 3 - 


My 


L I B, T, | 
,' I My daughter now was in the Aﬀrich land,” 
Nor of my ſad fate could ſhe underſtand. 


As if ſome funeral ſolemnized were. 


Through all my houſe deep groans and fighs 1 hear 3 


! My wife, - my children, and my ſclf were mourners, 


* And private griefdid yent ir ſelf in corners, 
© 1f bumble ſorrows grear examples brook, 

© Such was the face of things when' Troy was took. 
# Ic was the deepeſt ſilence of the night, 

Z And Lyne in her charior ſhined bright : 

* When looking on the Capirols high frame, 


: F Which joyned was unto our houſe in vain : 
# You Gods ( quorh 1 ) whom theſe fair ſcars enfold, 


* And temples which I nee ſhall more behold: 
# And all yee Gods of Rome whom I muſt leave, 
Theſe my laſt rendred prayers do you receive 
Though wounded I the buckter uſe cop late, 

| Let exile caſe me of the peoples hate. 

Tell Geſar though I fin'd by ignorance, 

There was no wickedneſs in my offence, 

And as you know ſo let him know the ſame, 
Tbar ſo his wrath may be appeas'd again. 
Witch larger prayers my wife did chen beſcech 
The Gods uncil thar ſobs cur off her ſpeech, 


Then falling down with flowing hair long ſpred ; 


| She kit che hearth whereon the fire lay dead ; 
And to our penares pourd forth many a word, 
Which for ber husband now no help afford, 
Now growing night did haſte delay again, 
And A4rfos now had curn'd abonc her Wain, 
And loath was I ro leave my countries fight, 
Yet this for exile was my ſentenc'd night, 

If any urged my haſte, I would reply, 

Alaſs, conſider, whicher, whenee | fiye, 
And then my ſelf with flattery would beguile, 
And think no hour did limic my exile, 


to Ea 


"Mc love, which love ro me for Ceſais ſtandrs 


Till at the laſt when I my hair bad rentg 


OST obs FA Oe l 
AI = Bf. = abs dns Abi Alan ep; wi nc 
= q ITY 
* —ﬀ muy of pg” OV Boa, ets» p 
» > * 4 w/o 9.4 ws _ : 
Py _ 4 ah = — mot en, ws. <> corn 4 ons 
d 
- 


OO 'TRISTIAM. 
Thrice went I forth, and thrice returning find, 


Slow paces were indulgent co my mind. be 
Q.c having bid farwel, 1 ſpake again, Ut 
| And many parting kifles gave in vain. So 
Then looking back upon my children dear; | RS) 
The ſame repeatcd charge I gave them there? A 
Why make we haſt ? *cis juſt ro ſcek delay, 3G 
Since I am ſent from Rome to Scythia. . A 
For I muſt leave my ehildrey, houſe, ard wifes Ad! 
Who while 1 hive muſt lead a widdows life, JY 
And you my loving ftiends that preſent bey A 
And were like Theſexs faithful unto me : "YA 
Letus imb:ace, and uſe rimes lirle ftoreg gÞ 


Perhaps I never ſhall imbrace you more. 

And then my words to aQtion did give places 
While 1 each friend did lovingly imbrace, 
Bur while I ſpake and rears bedew'd my eycsz 
The fatal morning ſtar began to riſe. 

My heart was fo divided thetewithal, 

As if my limbs would from my body fa! 

So Priam griev'd when he too late did find, 
The Grecian Horſe with armed men was lin'd, 
Then lorrow was incne loud cry expreſt, 

And every one began to knock his breaſt 3 

And now my wife her arms abour me caſt, 
And while 1 wept, ſhe ſpake theſe words at laſt; 
Thou ſhalr nor goalone, for 1 will be 

Thy wife in baniſhmenr and follow thee? 

In the ſame ſhip with thee 1'le go aboarc'y 

And one land ſhall ro us one lite afford., 
Thee unto exile Ceſar's wrath cotamands, 


1his ſhe repeats, which ſhe had ſpoke-before, 
And could nor be-perſwaded to give o're, 
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Forth like ſome living Funcral I went, 


. KF As if ſhe ſaw me onche Funeral pile ; 


d 


Lrs, : 
-#And afcer f as T heard ) when night grew on, 
Being mad with | jr ſhe chrew her ſelf along 
Upon the ground, while as her hair now lics, 
Soild in the duſt, and when that ſhe did rife, 
| She did bewail her gods, her ſelf and all, 
* And on her husbands name did ofren call. 
2 Grieving as much for this my late exile, 


{She wiſhes death her ſorrows would relieve, 

| Yer then again for my ſake (ſhe would livc, 

5 And may ſhe live while I obey my fare : 
«3 And live to help me in this wretched Rare, 

Z Bur now the keeper of the Beare was waſh 

4 With waves which even co the Heavens fl ſhe; ©" 

} While we the 10niaa ſeas now ploughing were, 
Fear made us bold even in the midſt of fcar. 
Alaſs, the winds the ſeas in black adorn, 
And with the bearing waves the ſand grew warm, 
When ſtreight a Sea ore. Poope and ſtern roo carte, 
Waſhing thoſe Gods were painted on the ſame, 
And now the planks did groan, the ropes did crack, 
As if the ſnip lamenced her own wrack. 
Our maſters paleneſs did confeſs his fear, 
And knowing not what te do, gives o're to ſtear, 
And as a man unable to reſtrain ED 
A — Horſe, doth flack the bridle reins \ 
So he ler looſe the ſails urico the Seas, | 
Leaving the ſhip to drive on where ir plesſe. 
And had not «Folug other winds ſtraigbr ſear, 
We had been driven back from whence we wen, 
Ily;ia being on our ſtarboard hand, 
We came in {ighrof the Italiar-Land. 
_—= then you winds to drive us on char ſh: re, 
| 'Tis Ceſars will we ſhould go back no more, 
Thus fearing thar which I did much defices 
The leaping waves did to the decks aſpire. 


my 
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| Spare me ye Gods of ſeas ſome mercy ſhow; 


- Yer had my ſhip with gentle winds lail'd on, 


| And had Eyrialus ſcap'd the daring for, 


TRISTIUM. 


Lec ir ſuffice that Ceſar is my foe. 
And ler' riot death my weary ſoul invade, 
If one already ruin'd may beſav'd, 


ELEGIE IY. 


#nto bus friend whoſe love be found, 
Conftant when bu fortune frown'd 
And like a chimney bot to bez 

In the winter of adverþity, 


Friend, thy love deſerves the foremoſt place, | 
Who pitriedſt me as if *rwere thy own caſc: Þ 
For when I was amazed with my grief, | 
Thy gentle words did yield me great relief. 
And didſt peiſwade me ſtill ro lives While 1, 
Wearied with ſorrow did defire to dyc. 
And though by fignes thy name | do conceal, 
Yer whom | mcan thy conſcience will reycal. 
And of thy true love I will mindful be, | 
For I do owe my vciy life ro thee, 
My ſoul ſhall vaniſh into empry ayre, 
My body to the funczal pile repair. 
F*re I forget thy love which I did find, 
Or time do make ir ſlip our of my mind. 
Bur may che caſie Gods to thee incline, 
And give a fortune far unli ke ro mine, 


Thy faithful love ro me had been unknown. 
Pirithous Theſcus love could never know, 
Till co the infernal waters they did go : 
And Pjlades love had never been expreſt, 
Till madde Oreftes turics him diftreRt, 


Of Niſus love who ſhould the ſtory know ? n 
orſ} 


rn "Br St 
' For 85 the fire the yellow gold doth try, 

{ So love is proved by advertity, 

While forrunc helps us, and on vs doth ſmile, 
They will atrend upon our wealth that while, 

| Bur if ſhe frown, rhey flye, and ſcarce of any 

2 Shall he be known, x & had ef friends ſo many. 
2 This which before, 1 from examples drew, 

* In my own fortune now is proved crue. 

Z Since of my friends ſo few remaining be; 

© Thereſt did loye my forrune and nor me. 

Z Then let thoſe few aid me diſtreſs'd rhe more, 
* And bring my ſhip with ſafery to the ſhore 


hu 7 And ler nor any fcar ro be my friend, 


# Leaſt chat his love great Ceſar might offend, 

2 For faithfulneſle in friendſhip he doth love, 

And in his enemies doth ir approve. | 

My calc is berter, fince thar no atcempr) 
*Gainft him, but folly wrought my baniſhmenr? 
Be warchful then in my bebalt and fee, 

If rhathis anger may appealcd be. 

If any wiſh I ſhould my griefs rehearſe, 

They are roo many to be ſhew'd inveric. = 
My griefs are,more than ſtars within the $kies, 
Or lirtle mores which from the duft ariſc, 

For ro my ſorrows none can credis gives 
Pofteriry will ſcarce the ſame believe ; 

Befides thoſe orher griefs which qughr to have, 
Within my ſecret thoughts a filenr grave. 

Had I a yoice and breaſt could ne*re be ryr'd, 
Mere mourbs and rongues than ever griefdefir'd 3 
Yer could nor I expreſſe the ſame in words, 

My grief ſo large a theam ro me affords. 

You learned Poets leaye off now to writcy 

#liſſes trbubles, and my woes recite. 
I ſufferett more 3 he wandred many years 

, Ig comming boutefrogt Try = it Appears; 
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TRISTFUM. 


We: ſ(aild {o far tro the Sarmatian ſhore, 
Till we diſcover'd ſtars unknown before. 


_ 5, With him »fairhful troop of Gyegians went, 


My friends farſook me in my baniſhmenr. 

To bring him home his bappy ſails were ſpread, 
While I even from my native country fl:q. 
Nor'do I ſaile from Ithaca, from whence, 

It would nor grieve me to be baniſhr chence 2 


Bur even frem Rome, which doth the Gods enfold, 


And from ſeven hills doth all rhe world behold. 
He had a body bardned to endure, 

To labour I my ſelf did ne*re inure, | 
Inthe ſtern wars great pains he daily took, 
Bur 1 was ſtill devored to my book, 

One God oppoling me. no God brought aide, 
Bur him B:{onahelpr the warlike Maid, 

And fince that Neptune is than Fove far leſs, 
Him Neptuze, bur grear Fove doth me oppreſs. 
Beſides ſome fiQions do his labours grace, 
Which in our griefs ſad ſtoty have no place. 
And laſtly though ar laſt, his home he found, 


And landed on the welcome long ſought ground, 


Bur ne're/ſhall I my native country ſee, 
Until the angry Gods appeaſcd be. 


ELEGIE. V, 


wito bis Wife whoſe faithful love, 
And conſtency be doth approve. 


AT Lyde never lov*'d ſo well, 

Nor did Ph;letas love ſo much excell 
10 Battis, as my conſtant love ro thee, 
Worthy a husband that might happier-be 2 
Thou helpedſt me when forrane did declines 
So if thatjl am any thing, 'tisxbiae, 
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TL 8 Ba I: 
And none through thee, to ſpoil me more were able, 
Who wiſht co ſee me bear a ſhipwrack table, 

For as Wolf whomqhaunger doth make bold, 

Dork dare to ſer upon the unwarche fold : """- 
Or as the Vulrure round abour doth flyc, 

To {ce whar Carkaſs doth unburied lye ; 

In che like manner ſome unfairhful hand, 


= Had (ciz'd my goods, but thar thou didſt withſtand 3 

| And by friends help didſt fruſtrate his intent, | 
| To wbom I can no worthy thanks preſen, 

| This was a certain trial of thy love, 


If any trial need the ſame approve. Y 


' Andromaches love ro Hefor when be fcll 
7 By ſtour Achzlles, cannor parallel 
Z Thine, more cxpreſt ro me in my {ad fare, 


Then was Laodamia's to her mare. 


Z Hadfſt chou been Homers wife as thou art mine, 


7 Thou ſhouldſt in fame Penelope out-ſhine. 


{ Wherher thou ow'ſt thy verrues to thy (clf, 


| And liberal nature did impart this wealch ; 
| Oreclſe che example of ſome Matrons life, 


| Doth reach thee how to be a loyal wife ; * 


And ſo by euſtome made rhee like ro eicher 3 

If chings unequal may compare rogerher, 

Alas my verſe hath now no ſtrength to praiſe chee, 
Nor co the height of chy deſerts can raiſe thee 2 


And if we any lively vigour had, 
Through length of miſery ic is now decay'd, 
| Elſe thy conſpicuous verrues ſhould appear, 


*Mong it women thac for vertue famous were 3 


Yer if wy verſcs any praiſe can give, 
Within my verſe thou ſhalc for eyer live, * 


ELEGIE VI. 
#no bu friends who did enzrave, 
And on their Rings his my baves 
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Ycr in the front theſe yerſcs placed be, 


TRISTIUAM. 
Thoſe be wiſhes bum to view, 
In thoſe verſes which be drew. 


Hou that my Image wear'ſt in Rings expreſt, 
Let nor my brow with Ivic wreathes be diet. 
Such enſignes happy Poers may adorne, 
No Garland on my temples muſt be worne, 
Though you conceal ir, yer you know 'cis true, 
Who on your finger do me often view. 
And having made my counterfeit in gold, 
Me in my banifhment doſe behold. 
The fight whereof doth make thee co ler fall 
Theſe words, How far is Ovid from us all ? 
I thank your love, bur *cis my verſe which ſhews 
My lively piRure, therefore it peruſe. 
My verſe which fings the changed ſhapes of meny 
Which by my flight was left unperfe& then, 
Departing, theſe I with wy hand ac laſt 
Into the fire with other riches caſt. 
As Theſtias in the brand her ſon did ſmother, 
Being a bercer ſiſter then a morher. 
So I did caſt choſe books ints the flame, 
Which by my faulthad mericed no blame; 
Hating my Muſe, which did my fault include, 
Or elſe becauſe my verſe leem'd lame and rude, 
Bur fince 1 could nor ſo deſtroy them quite 
Bur thar ſome copies yer are come to light 2 
New may they live, and ſtill gclightful be, 
Unto the Reader pur in mind of me. 
Yer they with patience can be read of none, 
Thar to the world are uncorreed ſhown. 
Snatch'd from the forge before they could be fram?d, 
Depnved of my laſt life-giving hand, 
For praiſe I pardon crave, ic ſhall ſuffice, 
If Reader thou do-not my Verſe deſpiſe. 


1 YA 


If with thy liking ir ar leaſt agree. 
Who meers this Orphan Volume poor in worth, 
Within your City harborage afford, 
To win more favour, not by him ſet forth, 
[Bur raviſh*h from the funeral of his Lord. 
© This therefore which preſents irs own defeR, 
JA pleaſure with a friendly hand correR. 


Z ELEGIE VII. 

# To his unconflant friend, whoſe love 
He fendes doth now unconſtant prove, 
And like a Glow-worm ſeems to ſhine, 
But yields no beat in hardeſt time. 
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Ec Rivers now flow back unto rheir Springs 
»# And [er the Sun from Weſt his courle begin < 
T re earth ſhall now with ſhining ſtars be fill'd, 
The skies unto the furrowing plough ſhall yield. 
The water ſha]l ſend forth a ſmoaking flame, 
The fire ſhall yield forth water back ag ais. 
All chings ſhall £2 againſt old narures force, 
And noe part of the world ſhall keep his courſe, 
This | preſage becauſe I am deceiy*d 
Of him, whoſe love moſt fairhful I believd. 
Whar made thy hollow thoughts ſo ſgon reje& me, 
Whar did thou fear when forrune did affli& me, 
{ That thou would*ſt never comfort me ar all, | 
# Or mourn at my living Funeral. 
Thar name of fricndthip which ſhould holy be, 
Is nor eſteem'*d or reckon?'d of by thee. 
Whar had ir been to have ſcen a maim'd friend, 
And with the reſt ſome words of comforr lend ? 
And if no tears for me theu couldſt have ſhed, 
With fained pitry mightf have ſomerhing ſed. 
Thou might'ſt have done as ſome who I ne*re knew 
| And in the common voice have bid adiew ; ; 


C 3 


T RISTIUM. 
And laſtly, while rhou mighteſt cake the pain 
To ſee my face ne*re ro be ſeen again, 


And mighr'& have then(which ne*re (hall more befall) 


Give and receive afarewel laſt of all. 


Which others did, whom no ftri& league did binde, 


And made rheir rears the witneſs of their mindc, 
For were not we in love Joyn'deach co other, 
By lengrh of time and living borh rogether > 
My bufineſs and my ſports were knomn to thee, 
And ſo were thy affairs well known ro me, 

Did not I know thee well at Rome of lace, 
Whom I for mirth- ſake did affociare ? 

Are rheſe rhings vaniſhr into empry wind, 
Drown'd in the Lethe of a faithleſs mind ; 

I do nor think that rhou werr born at Rome, 
(Whither alas 1 never more ſhall come) 

Bur on ſome Rock here in the Poxtich land, 
Or Scythian Mountains that ſo wildly ſtand. 
And veins of flint arc every wherediſperſt, 
In ſlender branches through thy Iron breſt, 
And ſure rhy Nurſe ſome cruel! Tiger Wass 
Who gavertheeſuck as ſhe along did paſs : 

Elſe thou had made my grief by application 
Thy own, nor wouldſt thou need this accuſariqn. 
Bur fince ro encreaſe the burchen of my prief, 
My firſt of miſeries found ſuch poor relief, 
Repair this breach of love, that in the end 
Thy now complain*d of love | may commend. 


 __ELEGIE VIII, 
He ſhews his friend that vulgar love, 
Is fortunes ſhedow, and doth move © 
Fith it ; then does congratulate 
His worth deſerving betier fate, 


Mw rhou live happy even till thou dye, 


Ph "YL YN. MPI FFP "ITT "PF ru yr ur yu ry ___ 


Who read(i this work here wich a friend!y W 


ll 


'F while I kept up my well-known houſe and name, 


# And all ar once ro fly from me begun, 
| Nordo I wonder if they thunder fear, \ 
| Thar blaſtzthevery thing it comerh near 2. | 
Yer a friend conſtanc in adverficy, 
| Ceſar approves even in his enemy. 
| Nor is he wont to be diſpleas'd ro ſee, 


* And may my prayer$unto the Gods nor fail 
| For thee, which for my ſelf did ne're prevail. 
| While cheu arr fortunate thou ſhalt have friends; 


| Thou ſee ſt how Doves to new: built houſes come, 
E While as the ruin'd Tower all birds do ſhun. 
Z The empty Barnsno vermine ever haunt, 
Z Andno friend comes to him rhar is in want, = 
Z While the Sun ſhines, our ſhadows then will Ray, 
# Bar when o're-caſt, ir vaniſhes away, 
= Sodo the people follow fortunes light, 
7 Which clouded once, rhey vaniſh our of ſight. 
* Bur may theſe truths rothee moſt falſe ftill:ſeem, 
© Which by myill chance have confirmed beca. 


"Lin, r 


Bur in adverfiry their friendſhip ends, 


% 


A grear reſort of friends unto me came, 


Bur when ir fell, my ruine they did (hun, 


T hoſe that havs loved once, ſtill friends ſhould be, 
Even Troas when that he Oreſftes knew, : 
Did praiſe char love which Pylades did ſhew. 

And thar Patreclus was Achilles friend, | 
Though in his foe brave Hefor doth commend. . 
When Theſeus went down with his friend to Hell, 
Pluto was gricy'd to {ce them love ſo well. 

And Txrnus did with tears commiſerare, 

Euryalus and Niſns dilmal fate. 

Friendſhip is in-an enemy approv'd 3 | 
Yer how few with theſe words of mine are moy'd ? 
For ſuch my ſtare of forrune now appears, 2 
I ought ro keep no meaſure in my tears. | 
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' In jeſting manner, not co merir praiſe, 


. But as thou haſt begun, ſoalſo cad. 


TRISTIH AM. 
Yer though my own times aye unforunare, 
They arc made more clear even by thy becrer fare, 


1 ſaw dear friend, rthatrhis ro thee would come, Sh 
When alcſs wind did driyetby ſhip along. An 
If ſporleſle life deſerve to be eſteem'd. Sh 
No man deſerverh more robe eſteem'd ; Ye 
If liberal A:rrs.can any man advance, 3h: 
T hou mak'ſt each cauſe good by thy eloquence, _ © Ec 
And moev'd herewith I do to thee prelage, By 
A glorious Scene upon the worldly ſtage. Tt 
Nor thunder rold me this, nor yer the ſight Ar 
Of ſheeps entrails, nor birds voyce or flight, Ar 
Reaſon did me this augury afford, W 
When as 1 ſaw thy mind: with vertue ſtor'd. Tl 
And now do grarulate rhis my divination, A] 
In that tby vertues have ſuch publication, A1 
Would I had kept in darknefe our of fight T 
My ftudies, which 1 wiſh had ne*re known light 2 A 
For as thy fame from eloquence doth grow, ul 
So from my verſe, my ruine firſt did flow. vy 
Thou know*ft my life, and how I did abſtain - © T 


From thoſe ſame Arts of Love which I did frame, 
Thou know?ſt Lwrir irin wy younger dajes, 


, 


Though I dare nothing urge in my defence, 
I think Lmay cxcuſe my late offence. 
Excuſe me then, nor e're forlake thy friend, 


ELEGTIE 1X- 
Ovid here his ſhip doth praiſe, 
That carried him through many Seas. 
Ellow Minerva doth my ſhip maintan, 


+ & Which of her paimed Helmer bears the _= 
wy * | - OI 
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For with rhe leaſt wind ſhe will nimbly ſail, 
And go with Oars when as the wind doth fail, 
She will our-ſail her company our»righr, | 
And ferch up any ſhip thar is in fight, 
She can endure rhe waves which on her beary 
| Yer will ſhe never open any leake. | 

| I boarded her inthe Coriathian bay, 
© Fcom whence ſhe ſtourly broughr me on my ways 
| By Pallas helpy by whem ſhe was proteQted, 
Thiough many daugerous ſeas ſhe was direfted. = 
And may ſhe now cur through che Pontich trand, 
| And bring me ſafely ro the Getich Land. 

Who when chat ſhe had carryed mie ar laſt, 
| Through the 1oziax Seas, when we bad paſt. 
Along thoſe coaſts, we ſtoad to the left band, 
And {e we came unto the 1,brjian Land. 
Then with a gen:le wind (hc ſailed on, 
And rouch'd ar Samos as ſhe went along. 
Lipon the other fide there ſtands a Wood, 


| Thus farre my thip did bring me through the 20d. - 


Through the Biflonians fields on foor I went, 

| And then from Helleſpoat her courſe ſhe bent. 

{ For ro Dardanix ſhe her courſe intended, 

And Lampſace which Priapus defended, 

So co the walls of Cyzzcoz the came, 
Which the Meonan people firſt did frame. 

{ Thence ro Conflantinople was her way, 

Whereas two Seas do meer within one bay. 

| Now may my orher ſhip with a ſtrong gale, 

Pals by the moving Iſles ; while ſhe doth ſail, 

| By the Thinnan bay, while her courſe doth fally 
To come hard by Aichialus high wall. 

Then to Meſſembria, Odefſon, and the Tower, 
Which is defended by God Bacchus power > = 
And to Megare which did firſt receive 
Alcathogs, who did his Country leave, 
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T RISTIUNMM. 
Soto Miletus which is the place affign'd, 

To which by Ceſars wrath | am confin'd. 
Where for an offcring of a greater price, 

A Lambe ro Pall as 1 will ſacrifice, 

And you two Brorhers that are ſtellifi'd, 

I pray thar you my (hip may gently guide, 
One ſhip ro the Cyanexs Iles is bound; 

The orher goes to the Biſtanian ground, 

And therefore grant the winde may fitly ſtand, 
To bring them ſafcly to a diverſe land, 


ELEGIE X, 


nts the Reader here he ſhowes, 
That be this firſt Book did compoſe 
In bis journey, and ſo doth crave 
His pardon, if ſame faults it bave. 


DR BED IE 


Ach lerter that thou readeſt in this Book, 
I did indite, while 1 my journey took, 

And while 1 writ the Sea did me enfold, 
While I did tremble with December*s cold. 
Or when having paſt the Iſthmys rhrough the main, 
We were enforced to rake ſhip again 

I think ir did amaze the Cyclades, 

To ſec me writing verſes on the Seas, 

I wonder tco, thar I with Rtormes of mind, 

And waves oppreſt, could ſuch invention find, 

For if thar Poerry be nam'd a madneſs, 

Yer itdid caſe my minde in mid*it of ſadneſs. 

Nowby the ſtormy winds our ſhip was beaten 

Then Sterope did make the ſeas tro threaten. 
Arftopbylax did cloud the day again, 

And Sourhern windes did bring down ſhowers of rain, 
"The Sea leak'd in a pace, yer then 1 drew, 
Wirh rrembling band theſe verſe; here in view. 
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| And now the winds did whiftle in the ſhrowds, 
The waves did ſeem to riſe up to the clouds, 
The Piloc lifring up his hands and hearr 
Beſought rhe Gods for help, and left his Arr ; 

| Where ere I look, deaths ſhape behold I may, 
* Which makerh me at once, to fear, and pray. 
Z The Heavens ſight would bur encreafe my fears, 
Z The Land more fearful then the Sca appears, 
& The fear of cruel men my choughrs doth crouble, 
# Theſword, and ſcas, do make my fears ſeem double, 
© For tbar would fain deprive me of my breath, 
= And this would have the glory of my death, 
= On the lefthand a barbarous Nation ſtood, 
; Whodo delight in flaughrer, warre, and blood - 
And while the waves do give the {ca noreſt, 
The ſcz is not more troubled than my breaſt. 
| So that the Reader qughr ro pardon theſe 
' Few lines of mince, ifchart they do nor pleaſe. 
| I writ them nor within my garden Arbour, 
* Oc while my bed my weary limbs did harbour, 
Bur on our ſhip the angry wayes did bear, 
And the blew water did my papgc wetz 
Winter grew angry for to fee me write, 
While he in threarging Rormes did ſhew his might; 
I yield co him, and may his ſtormy weather, 
Kere with my verſe be cnded borh rogether, 
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| L i s. 2. 
| . | es | By 
| 2 tanto Czlar be.excuſes | Jul 
Wilt Himſelf, and condemns bis Muſes: E Su 
11708 And maxy Poets doth recite, $ Ar 
Fl who in their times did looſely write ; 4 Si 
1h Yet in that age were never ſent, 7 7o 
Hi Though like n fault, to baniſhment. Z Hi 
thi Hat have I rodo with you my unhappy baok > | - 
ls Www On whom ason my ruine 1 muſt look. 1 
| | Why do I 'rerurne unro my Muſe again, T Ti 
bh Is'c nor enough one puniſhment ro obtain. T 


Ic was my verſe that firſt did overthrow mes 

And made both men, and women wiſk ro know me. 
Ir was my verſe did make great Ceſar decm, 

My life to be ſuch, as my verfe did ſeem. 

Amongſt my chicteſt faulrs I muſt rehearſe, 

My love of ſtudy, and my loolec verſe. 

In which while I my fruirlefs labour ſpent, 

I pained nothing bur ſad baniſhment, 

Thoſc learned Siſters I ſhould therefore bare, 
Who their adorers ſ:11 do ruinare, | 

Yer ſuch'my madneſle is, that folly armes mes 
To ſtrike my foor againſt rhar ſtone that harmes mez 
Even as ſome beaten Fencer afrer tries 

To re-gain honour, by a ſccond Prize, 

Or as {ome torne ſhip that newiy came 

To ſhore, yer after ſtands roſea again, 

Perhaps as Telephus was healed by a ſwerd, 

So that which hurt me ſhall like help afford. 

And rhar my verſe his mov'd wrath may appeaſe, 
Since verſes have great power the Gods to pleaſe. 
Ceſar hath bidden each 1t«liaz Dare, 

To ſing ſome verſes to grear Opis name 2 
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And 


Lis, 2. 


& © And unto Phebus when he ſer forth plaics, 


| To him once (cen within an age of daies. 

So may my verſe great Ceſars now obtain, 

By examples to appeaſe thy wrath again. 

Juſt is thy wrath, which Twill ng'redeny, 

| Such ſhameful words, from my mouth donor flic s 
& And this offence makes me for pardon crie, 

© Since faulrs are objects of chy clemendgie, 

7 7ove would be ſoon diſarm'd, if he ſhould ſend, 

© His thunder-bolts as oft as men offend. 

Z Now though his thunders make rhe world, to fear, 

Z Ic breaks the clouds, and makes the aire more clear 3 
© Whom therefore father of the Gods we name, 

E Than 7ove none greater doth the world contain. 
Thou Pater Patrie too art call'd, then be, 

Like to thoſe Gods in name and clemencie. 

And ſo thou art, for no more moderate hand, 

{ Could held the reines of Empire and command. 

| Thy encemie once overcome in field 

| Thou pardon'ſt, which he vi&or wou!d not yield. 

| And ſome thou did'ſt with honoffrs dignifie, 

| Thar have atrempred 'gainſt thy ma jcſtic. 

Thy warres on one day did begin and ceaſe, 

While borh fides brought cheir offerings unro peace 2 
Thar as the Vidor in the vanquiſhe Foe, 

The vanquiſhr in the vietor gloried ſo. 


| & My caſe is berrer fince I ne're did joyne, 


{ With thoſe who did in arms *gainſt rhee combine. 
By Sea, by Earth, and Stygians Gods I ſwear, 

And by thy ſclf whoſe God-like pewer I fenr. 

My thoughts, though wanting means to be cxpreſts 
As faithful were, as thoſe who meſt profeſt, 

For I did joyne my frequent prayers with rhem, 
Thar thou mighr'ſt here long wear rby Diadem. 
And for thy ſafery made a poor expence, 

To pleaſe the Gods with offered Frankincenſe, 
Belidec 


TRISTIU M. 


Be fides, thoſe faulty books of mine contain, 
In many places,thy moſt ſacred name. 
And if thou-would'ſtrhar worke of mine peruſe. 
Of changed ſhapes, ſnatch from my baniſhr Muſe ; 
In it thy name till mention'd chou fhalc finde, 
And many things which ſhew my hamble minde. 
For though my hapleſs Muſe cannor aſpire, 
To raiſe thy fame and glory any higher ; 
ove*s pleav'd when we his glorious a&s rehearſe, 
And makehim be the ſubjeR of our verſe. 
And when we do the Giants warres recite, 
In his own praiſes he doth ſure delighr. 
Others may celebrare thy ſacred name, 
And fing thy praiſes in a fluent veine. 
Though we an hundred Bulls do ſacrifice, 
The Gods the ſmalleſt gifts do nat deſpiſe, 
Bur oh.) more cruel then a foe was he, 
Who firſt did ſhew my wanron lines ro thee, 
Leſt thar my verſes which thy fame do ſpread, 
Might ſo with equal favour now be read, 
Y rthou being angry, who durſt love profeſs ? 
For I did hate my ſelf in my diſtreſs, 
As in ſome falling houſe che heavy weight, 
The firſt declining poſts oppreſles ſtreighr, 
So when thar fortune an eſtate doth rend, 
All things by theic own weight to ruine tend, 
The people likewiſe hate me for my books, 
And ſo compoſe themſelyes unto thy looks. 
Yer I remember in my younger daies, | 
My life and manners thou did often praiſe. 
For though unthriving honeſty obrain y 
INo honour, yer nocrime did ſoile my fame. 
The Defendants canſe ſometimes in hand I rook; 
On which the hundred Senators ſhould look. 
And when [I private matters did compound, 
Each ſide the juſtice of my ſentence found. 


And 


| L I B., Zo 
And if at laſt Thad nor thus offended, 


| I kno# thou haft me formerly commeaded. 


This laſt deſtroyes me, ſinks my (hip below _ 
The waves, which often did ia ſatery go. 

Nor did ſome-ſmall and little wave diſtreſs me, 
Buc a whole Occan did at once oppreſle me, 
Alas, why have my eyes chus hapkeſs beeny 

To give me knowledge of a private fin. - 


& Aeon did Diana nakcd [pie ty 


And yer for this he by his hounds did die, 
Though forrune did offend in this, nor he, 
Yer errours *gainſt che Gods muſt puniſht be, 


Even fo thar day tharerrour me berray'd, 


A ſma'l, bur nor ignoble houſe decay'd, 

Yer ſuch as from antiquity hath ſhown, 

Armes that have been infcriour unro none.” 
Nor Wealthy, rior yer e*'re with want diſgrac'd, 
Bur with the houſes of the Gentry plac'd., 


| And if my houſe had borne an humble name, j 


It had been famous by my fluenc veine, 

Which rhough I us'd more lightly chen became, 
Yer all the world beareth up my name, 

The learned too have Naſo known, nor fear 


-BToplacg him wich choſe chat renowned were, 


Yet now this houſe which by my Muſe was rais'd 
Is by one fault of minc again diſgrac'd, 

Yer fallen ſo as ic it ſelf may rear, | 
If Ceſar's wrath would once mare milde appear, 
Whoſe mercic in my ſentence was expreft, - 
Farre ſhort of char my fear did firſt ſuggeſt, 
Whoſe anger reachr nor ro this life of ours, 
Burwith great mildneſs us'd rby Princely powers, 


And rhou my forfeir goods to me did | give, 


And wich my life d1d*ſt grant me means co lives 
Nor by the Senates ſentence was I ſenr, 
Or private jJudgemenc into baniſhmenc, 


F TRISTIAAM. 
Bur didſt thy ſelf pronounce thoſe heavie words, 
Whoſe execution full revenge affords, 
Beſides, hy Edi& fercing my cxile, 
Did with great fayour my late faulr enſtile, 
Whereby I am not baniſhrt bur confin'd, 
And miſery is in gentle words affign'd. 


For rhere's no puniſhmenr chough ne're ſo ſtriQ, 


Can more then thy diſpleaſure me affliQ, 

Yer ſometimes angry Gods appeaſed are, 

And when the Clouds ate gone, the day ts fair, 
I have ſcen the Elm loaden wirh Vines again, 
Thar had before been trucken by Foves flame 2 
Therefore Ile hope, fince rhou canſt nor deny 
To grant me this eyen in my miſery. 

Thy mercy makes me hope, ill | refle& 

Upon my fault, which doth all hope reje& £ 

And as the rage of Seas by winds incens'd, 

Is not with equal fury ftill eommenc'd : 

Bur that ſomerimes a quiet calm ir hath, 

And ſeems ro have laid by his former wrath £ 
Even ſo my various thoughts do make me fare, 
Now calm'd by hope, then troubled with deſpair, 
By thoſe ſame Gods thar granc thee long co reign, 
Thar thou maiſt till maintain the Romaz name. 
And by thy Countrie happie in thy fare, 

Where I a ſubje& were of thine of lare, 

May ſo the City render thee due love, 

For thy great afts which do thy mind approve. 
So may thy Lui live here many years, 

Who only worthie of thy love appears. 

Whom nature kepr for rhee, elſe rhere had been 
None worthic to have been thy Royal Queen. 
So may thy Son grow up, and with his father, 
Rule this ſame Empire happily together. 


And by his aQs and thine, which time can'c bide, 


May both your off-ſprings ſo be ſtclifid, 


or +1. LYFLY 
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May viory ſo-accuſtom'd ro thy Tene, 

Come to his covlours, and her elf preſent ; 
And fly abour him with diſplayed wings, 

While ſhe a Lanrel wreath ro crown him brings; 
To whom thou doſt thy wars command refign, 
And giveſt him thar fortune that was thine. 
Whilc thou thy ſelf at bome in peace deft reign, 
Thy other ſelf doth foraign Wars maintain. 
May he return a viRor ore his foe, 

And on his plumed hoiſe in triumph go; 

Oh ſpare me therfore ! and de now lay by 

E Thy Thunder, which hach bred my miſerys« 
Spare me thou Pater Patrie, let that name, 
Give me ſome hope, to pleaſc thee once again, 
I ſue not to repeal my baniſhmenr, 

Though unto greater ſures the Gods aſſent. 
For if chou wouldſt ſome milder place afign 

Of exile, ir would caſe this gricf of mine. 

For here 1 ſuffer even the worſt of woes, 

While I do live amongſt the barbarous foe*; 
Being ſent unto Davubixs ſeven- fold tream, 
Whereas Caliſtho drives h:r frozen Team. 

And while the ſilver waves do gently flide, 

The Colcbians from the Getes can fcarce divides 
And though for greater faults ſome are proſctibyd, 
Yer none in farcher baniſhmenr abide, 

Beyond this, nought bur cold and foes remain, 
And ſeas that are bound with an Icyc Chain. 
Parr of the Exxine ſca which Rome commands 
Runs here, and then below Sermatia ſands. 
Here dorh the ſpreading Roman Empire end, 
Whoſe urmoſt bounds &o hither ſcarce excend. 
This makes me pray ro bexemoved hence3 

A peaceful exile granting my offence, 


, || IWor with choſe people may a captive bide, 


Who once enzag's the ore can't divides 


Befiders 
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FRISTINA. 
Beſides, a free-born Roman cannot be, 

By foreign bands held in capiivity. f | 
"Though two faults, yerſe, and errour me oppreſt, 
The lacter (hall in Gilence be ſuppreſt. 

I am unworthy to renew the wound), 

O Ceſar, by which 1 the ſmarc-have found. 
Bur of my fault they urge a ſecond part, 

In that I raught Loves wanton idle Arc. 

I ſee that buman a&s the Gods dcceive,. 

My faulr is not {uch as rhou doſt believe, 

For as great Fove thar heaven bcholding fats, 
No irs ſmall affairs admirs 

So when this under Orbe thou doſt o're-look, 
Thy reyal rhoughts no meaner. cares do brook. 
As that thou ſhouldſt (my Leige have ſo much leiſure . 
To read my verſe,  fram*d with unequal meaſure, 
It ſcems the weight of the Roman name docs lye, 
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Not on thy ſhoulders very heavily. Ic 
That thou wouldft deign to mark thoſe idle lines 3 be 
And view_whart I had writ at idle times. ih, 
Now thou rebelling Huzgary doſt tame, ' 4 
While as the Thraciang menace arms again. | 5 


The Armenians ſeeking peace, the Parthian ſhows. Þ 
His ſpreading colours, and do bend cheir bows. 
Germany feels thy valour in thy Son, 

While Ceſars foes, young Ceſay doth: o're-come. + 
And laſtly through thy Empires large extention, 
No part doth fall away through thy prevention. 
The City and the Laws thou doſt defend, 

And by example doſt thy ſubje&s mend. - 

Nor with thy people'doſt thou live at caſc, 

When by thy wars thou ſerreſt them in peace. | 
'Mongſt ſuch affairs I weunder thou badſt time 
For co peiuſe thoſe Idle jeſts of mine. 

Or if thou readſt them with a quier rhought, 
L wiſh-that in wy arc thou badſ rcag no faulr, 


L'r s, oF 


Ic was not fot ſeyerer judgements writ, 
\nd for thy princely view it was unkic, 
et ſuch as doth not *gainſt thy laws offend, 
Oc wanton rules ro marryed Wives commend. 
And leaſt thou doubr ro whom they written were, 
'Mn onc book of the three, theſe verles are. 
Away all you whoſe fillers bind your bair 2 
\nd you that ankle-touching garments wear 2 
The lawful l {capes of love we here rehearſe, 
Thar ſo their may be no fault in my verſe. 
hat though we baniſh from this Arc all ſuch 
As the robe and filler bids us not to touch, 
ct may the Matron uſe another art, i 
And draw from thence what I did ne*r impart. + 
Wcc the Matron then nor read, for ſhe may find, 
2trer in all verſe to corrupt her mind. 
hat e*re ſhe rouches, (he thar delights in ill, 
Df vices knowledge ſhe may learn the 5kill, 
Let her the Annales take ( rhough molt levere 
The fault of 1/ta will chereby appear, 
Mnd in che «Axeads read as in the other, 
ow wanton Venus was e/fneas mother, 
Band I will ſhew beneath in every kind, 
Thar there's no verſe bur may corrupt che mind, 
Mer every book is nor for this ro blame, 
dince noching profirs bur may hurt again. 
"han fire whar better, yer he that doth deſire 
To burne a houſe, dorh arm himſelf with fire. 
ealch-giving phyfick, nealch doth ofr empairy 
Some hearbs are wholeſome and ſome poylon are; 
he thief and traveller {words wear, to th* end, 
h' one-may aflaulr, the ocher may defend. 
hough eloquence ſhould plead the honeſt cauf-:, 
t may defend the guilty by the laws, 
S0it my verſe beread with a good mind, 
I hou ſhalr be ſure in ir-no hurc ro find, | 
\Þ FE D 2 : He 
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He rherefore erres who led by ſelf- conceity 
Doth miſ-interprer wharſoe* re I write, * 


Why are there Cloiſters, wherein Maids do wal, 


Thar with rhcir Lovers they may meer and calk > 
Thc Temple rhough moſt ſacred ler her ſhup, 
Thar with an evil mind doth thither come, 

For in Foves remple her rhoughts will ſuggeſt, 
How many Maids by ove have been oppreſt : 
And think in Janoe's temples when ſhes praying 
How 7uno injui'd was by Feves of ſtraying 3 
And Pallas ſeen, ſhe thinks ſome faulty birth, 
Made her to hide Erifthon born of earth 

If ſhe come ro Marg's temple, o're the gate, 
There ftanderh Yenus with her cuning mare. 

In Ifis remple, ſhe revolverh how, 

Poor Io was transform'd into a Cow. 

And ſowerhing then her wandring fancy moves, 
To rhink of Venus and Anchiſes loves. 

\Zaſus and Ceres next her thoughts cncite, 

And pale Endimion the Moons favourics, | 
Foc though thoſe ſtatues were for prayer aſligg'd, 
Yer every thing corrupts an evil mind, ' 

And my firſt leaf bids them nor read that Arr, 
Which I co Hatlors only did impair. 

And fince in maidens it is rhoughr a crime, 

For to preſs farther than the Prieſts »ſlign : 

Is ſhe not faulty then, who nor forbears 

To read my verſes, prohibited chaſte earcs ? 
Martrons to view thoſe piRures are content, 
Which various ſhapes of vencry preſenr 2 

And Veſtal Virgins do peruſc the ſame, 

For which the Author doth receive no blame. 
Yer why did I that wanton vein approve ? 
Why doth my Book perlwade them unto love ? 
Ir was my faulc which I do hear confeſs, 
My wit and judgement gid rhercin tranſgreſs. 


Why 
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Why did nor 1 of Troy's ſad ruin tell, 
Char vexed theme) which by the Grecians fell. 
r Thebes (even gaces which ſcverally kepr, 


Where by mutual wounds thoſe brothers dy*d and lepr; 


An ample {ubje& warlike Rome afforded, 
Whoſc a&s I might have piouſly recorded. 


And cbough great Ceſars deeds abroad are known, 


Yer by my verſe ſome parc I might have ſhown : 
For as the Suns bright rayes do draw the fight, 
So mighr thy a&s my willing Muſe incire. 

Yer *rwas no faulr ro Jap alirtle field, 
Knowing thar theme doth fertile matter yield. 


For though the Cock- boar through the Lake'do row, 


She dare not venture unto [ca to go. 

This 1 did fear, for chough my lighter xcin, 

To frame ſome fl:nder mcaſures can arrain ; 
Yer had I rook ro write the Gyants war, 

Thar work for rac had been to heavy far 

Thoſe happy wits of Ceſars as may tell, 

Whoſe high ſtrain'd lines his as can parallel, 
And though I once atcempred ſuch an aQ, 

Me thoughc my verſe did from thy worth dercaQ, 
Then to my Youthful Layes I went again, 

And writ of love, under a fained name. _ 
The fares did draw me *gainſt my own intent, 
By writing to obrain a baniſhmeanr, 

Why learnt I by my parents care, or why 

Did cempring books derain my buſie eye ?' 
For this thou har*ſt me, fince thou deſt difiraſt, 
I raught by art how to ſolicite luſt. 

When [I ro wives no theft of love did ſhow, 

How could I reach whar 1 did never know ? 

| For though ſome ſmeorh ſoft verſes I did frams, 
Neo ill report could ever wound my fame. 

Nor can ſeme busband of the valgar rank, 

For bing made a doybrful father, rhank 
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My verſe, by which my thoughts are nor expreſt, 


My life is modeſt, though my mule love jt. 
Beſides, my wotks are Fiſtions,, and do crave 


Some liberty, which their Aurhour may nor have, 
Nor do books ſhew the mind, whoſe chief intentions 


Is to delight the ear with new invention, 
Should Accizs cruel be, - Terence delighr 
In bankers, and all warriours who do write 


Of wars, and laſtly ſome have loye-layes fram'd, 
Who though like faulty, yer are not like blam'd. 


Whar did the harping old man teach in rhyme, 
Burrco tcep Vengs in the hear of Wine > 
And Sappho doth inſtru& maids bow to loye, 
Yer he nor Sappho no man dath reptove. 
Who blames Bitgiades that abus'd his leaſure, 
In wanton verſe ro ſer fo;rh his own pleaſure ? 
 Menanders pleaſant merry tales of love, 

The ha:mlcſs rhoughts of virgins do approve, 
Whar do the 1iads (htw, bur wars {ad ſhape, 
In the regaining an adulterous rape. 

And how Achilles Chryſes love enflam'd, 

And how the G7etians Helen back regain'd. 
The Odyfſes (hew how in a wooing (trite, 
"Thoſe ſurors vainly ſought #/yſſes wife. 

And Home; tells how Mars and Venys ty d . 
In cloſe embraces, by the Gods were ſpy'd. 
Whom bur from Hemer could we ever know, 
How two fait Ladies lov'd a ſtranger ſo ? 
The rragedies in ſtarelneſs exce!, 

Yer choſ: of loves affairs do often rell. 
Hyppolitus was loved of his mother, 

Andfair Canace did affe& ber brother, 
*When M#nelaus Helen bore away, 

Cupid did drive the chariot on that day. 
When in the Childrens'bloud che mother dyes 
T he ſword, this a& from francick love did rife, 


Love toa Lapwing chang'd the Thracian King, 
And fitted Progae with a Swallews wing, 
And *cwas a brothers Iove.thardid affrighr, 
The Sun, and made him for to hide his lighr, 
Never ſhou'd Scy#a off the ſage appear, 

Bur thar love made her clip her farhers hair, 
And whoſo reads Oreſftes frantick fears, 

Of murthered Pyrrbas and e/2:fthus heares; 
Whar name 1 him did the Chimera tame > 
Whoſe treacheous hoſteſs ſought bis life in vain. 


' Whar of Hermione or the Arcadian Maid > 


Ph&he whoſe courſe rhe Latmian lover ſaid, 


Or what of Daxae, by Fove a mother grown, 


And Hercules gory in ewo nights joyn'd in one. 
To theſe adde Tole, Pyrrbus and that Boy, 
Sweet Hylas, with Pays, fire-brand unto Troy. 
And ſhould 1 here recice loves tragick flames, 
My book would ſcarce contain their very names. 
Thus tragedies ro wanten laughter bend, 

And many ſhameful-words in them they blend, 
Some blameleſs haye Achilles aQts defac'd, 


And by ſoft meaſures have his deeds diſgrac'd. 


Though A4r:ftides bis own faulcs compil'd, 
Yer Ariſtides was nor ſtraight cxil'd. 
Eubius did write an impure hiſtory, 

And docs deſcribe unwhollom. venery. 
Nor he that Sybarin luxuries compoiedy 
Nor he that his own finful a&s diſcloſed, 


Theſe in the librarics by ſome bounreous hand, | 


To publick uſe do there deyored ſtand. 
By ſtrangers pens 1 need nor ſeek defence, 
Our own books with ſuch liberry diſpence. 
For though grave Ennis of wars tumulcs writs, 
Whole artleſs works do (hew an able wit. 

The cayle of fire Lacretius doth cxplain, - 
And ſhews how three cauſes did this wo! 
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Wanton CatuRus yer his Moſe did task, 35 
Co praiſe bis Miſtreſs, whom he then did-mask 
Under the name of Lesbia, and ſo ſtrove; 
In verſe ro publiſh his own wanton love. 
And with like licence Calvus too aflaics, 
For to ſer forth his pleaſure divers waies, | 
Why ſhould I mention Memnone wanton vein ? 
Who to each filthy a& doth give 2 name, | 
And Cine fitriving by his verſe to pleaſe 
Cornificus, may well be rank*d with theſcs 
And he thar did commend ro after fame, 
His love diſguiſed by Meteluy name. 
And he thar ſailed for the fleece of golds 
His ſecrer rhefts of love doth oft unfold, 
Hortenſius too, and Servins writ as bad, 
Who'd think wy faulr ſo great examples had » 
Siſenna Ariſtides wotks tranſlarer, 
a And ofr in wanton jefts expariares, 
For praiſing Lycorzs, none doth Gallus blame, 
If cbar his rounge in wine be could contain. 
' Tibullus wrices that womens oathes are wind, 
Who can with outward ſhews their husbands blind, 
'Teaching rhem how their keepers ro beguile, 
While he himſelf is conſcn'd by that wile, 
| That he would take occaſion for to try 
Her ring, that he might rouch ber hand thereby. 
By private tokens he Would ralk ſomerim | 
And on the jable draw a wanton fign : 
Teaching whar oyles that blewneſs (hall expel, 
Which by much kiffing on their lips doth dwell, 
And unto husbands do tri rules commend, 
If they be honeſt, wives will nor offend, 
And when the dog doth: barke, ro know before, 
Thar 'cis their Lover that ſtands art the door. 
And many notes of Love-thefrs he doth leave, 
And teacberh wives their hugbands to deceive, 


EE SIE 
—_— - 9 > 9 a << = ” . 
MAIS a So EE EET — —_ 
__ « D—_— ——nctg jeagnyv> pr > _— = Paion —————— Ie "SH AE DA os no re Ser—as—, v —_ _ 
am. AU ADS; MAD ASS —=£ NOS Bo IS. HA ATE I» A I IAA ee, he ne ee =_ wor Cx — . => _ Ss rt I ———__ - = ————_ = 
= RD SDSS = 7 > Jo een eg me — —_— 
Ds v——_—_— —_—_ 


Yep 


dw 0A dA MRO tam mmm Cot AA IST I AOIS SHA SDCTITIIE hl lv ib » 


'L1n,2. 


Yer is Tibu[Pus read and famous grown, 

And unto thee great Ceſar he was known, 

And though Propertize did like preceprs give, 

Yer his clear fame dorh ſtill unſtained live. 
'To theſe did | ſucceed, for Ile ſuppreſs 

Their names who live, and faulty are no leſs. 

I fcar'd nor where ſo many ſhips had paſt, 
| Thar my poor bark ſhould ſhipwracke be ar laſt, 
For ſome do ſhew the Art ro play at dice, 

Which was in former times eſteem'd a vice. 

And how co make the dice ſtill higher run, 

And ſo the lictle looſing Ace to ſhun. 

Oc how to caſt and ſtrike a Dye again. 

To run thar chance which any ene (hall name. 
And how ar Drafrs a crowned King to make, 
And play your man where none che ſame can rake}; 
To know eo chaſe, and co retire, and then 

In flying how to back your man again. | 

And ſome the game of chree-ftones likewiſe ſhow, 
Where he does win thar brings them on a row. 
Others in ſundry games like pains do take, 
Whercin we loſe our time to win a ſtake, 

And ſome of Tennis-play do alſo (ing, 

And do inſtru& us how by arr co ſwim, 

Here one the ſecrers of face-drugs diſcloſes, 
Ancrher laws of crowned feaſts compoſes, 
| And the beſt day he likewiſe dork aſſign. - 

And what Cups do become the ſparkling"wine. 
And in December merry ryhmes are ſung, 

By which rhe Winter doth ſuſtain no wrong. 

So I to write ſome merry verſes meant, 

Which ſtraight were puniſhr with ſad baniſhmenr; 
Of all theſe former writers there was none, 
Whoſe Muſe did ruine him, bur 1 alone. - 

If l had jeſted in ſome Mimick vein, | 
Which wancon Sceanes of love doth Rill contain; 


TRISTION. 
In which the Lover does come forth to wooe, 
And wanton wives do chear their husbands roo 2 
Yer cheſe, Maids, Matrons, and old mzn delight, 
And 'tore the Senate ated arc by night. 
Whoſe wanton language: doth the carprophane. 

aking looſe offers ar thoſe as of ſhame. 

en husbands are beguil'd by pretty waies, 

They applaud the Pocr, and do give him bayes: 
He gains by being puniſh'd for his crimes, 
And makes the Pretor pay more for his lines. 
And when (great Ceſar) rhoudoſt ſer forth playes, 
The Poer's pay'd, rhardid rhe plor firſt raiſe. 
Which thou beholdeſt, and haſt fer out ro view, 
Whereby thou doſt thy gracious mildneſs ſhew. 
And with thoſe cyes which make the world co fear, 
. Thou ſaw'ſ rhe Scenes of love that a&ed were, 
If Mimicks may writc in 2 wanton ſtrain, 
Why ſhould my verſc ſuch puniſhment obcain ? 
Are they by licence of the ſtage proteRed ? 
Which makes the Mimicks bawdy jeſts affe&ed, 
My poems roo have made the pcople riſe, 
. To help arcenrion with their greedy eyes. 
Though in your houſe the livcly pjQures ſtand, 
Of Noblemen drawn by the painugss band : 
Yet have yqu wanton tables hangilp by, 
Which ſhew rhe divers ſhapes of venery. 
Though you have 4jex piRture full of ire, - 
And fierce Medea' with her eyes like fire. 
Yer YVeaus ſeems 10 dry her moy ined hairs 
As if from ſea ſhe.newly did repair. 
Ler others of wars bleudy rumules write, 
Ang of thy aQts which learned pens invire, 
Nature bath ſcanred:me and dorh reſtrain, 
To meaner ſubje&s this my humble vein, 
Yer Virgil who is read with much delight, 
Doth,ot che atts of brave cAxcas write, 


d 


"WIS. © 
And no part is with greater tayour read,  ' ---* - 
Then where he brings him co Queen Pido's bed, 

Yer in his youth he did commend fair Phillis, 

And ſporrs himſelf io praiſing Amarikis. | 

And though 1 formerly in that ſame vein 

Offended, yer I now do bear the blame. 

I had writ veiſes, when before thee I, 

Amongſt the other horſe-men palled by. 

And now my age doth even bear the blame 

Of thoſe rhings which my younger years didframe, 
My faulty books are now reveng'd at laſt, 

AndI am puniſh'd fer a fault rhar's paſt. 

Yer-all my works are not ſo light and vyains 
Somerimes I lanch'd into the deeper main. 

And in fix books Romes holidaies have ſhew'd, 

Where with the Month cach Volume doth conclude. 
And to thy ſacred name did dedicate " 
Thar woik, - though lefr unperfe&t by my fate. 
Befides, I ſtately Tragedics have writ, | 

And with high words the Tragick ſtile did fic 2 
Beſides, of changed ſhapes my muſe did chanr, 
Though they my laſt life-giving hand did want. 

And would thy anger were bur ſo appeas'd, þ 

As chat ro read my verſe thou wouldſt be pleas'd : 
My verſe, where from the infanc birch of chings, 

My Mule her work unto thy own time brings. 

Thou ſhouldſt b:hold che ſtrength of every line, 
Whereia I ftrive to praiſe both thee and thine, 
Norarec my veiſcs mingled ſo with gall, X 

As that my lines thould be Satyrical., 

Amongſt the vulger people none yet found, 
Themſelves once touch'd,myy Muſe my ſelf doth wound, 
Therefore each gencrous mind 1 do believe, A 
Will nor. re yoyce, bur ar my ill fare grieve. 

Nor yer will criumph o'ce my wretched ſtare, 

Who ne're.was proud even inany briei fare. ; 


' O cherefore lettheſe reaſons change thy mind 
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Thar in diftreſs I may chy favour hnd, 

Not to return, though char perhaps may be, 
When thou in rime at laſt maiſt pardon me, 
Bur LI increar chee ro remove me hence, 

To ſafer exile firing wy offence, 
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The Book doth to the Reader ſhiw, 
That be i lvath to come to view; 
And tels how he was entertain'd 

By fome, while others bim diſdain'd. 


Am that Book who fearfully do come, 
Even from a baniſhr man ro viſit Rome : 
nnd coming weary from a foraign land, 
Good Reader ler me reſt within thy hand, 
Do nor thou fear or be aſham'd of me, 
Since no love verſes in this paper be. 
My Maſter now by forrune isoppreſt, 
It is no time for him tro write in jet 3 
Though in his yourk he had a wanton vein, 
Yer now he doth condemn thar work again, 
Behold ! here's nerhing bur ſad mourning lines, 
So that my verſe agreerh wirh his cimes. 
And rhac my ſeconl verſe is lame in ſtrength, 
Shorr feec do cauſe ir, or the journics lengrh. 
Nor are my reugh leaves cover'd o're with yellow, 
For 1 my authors fortune mean to follow. 
And though ſome blors my clezrer lerrers ſtain, 
Know that my aurhors tears did make the ſame. 
If chou my language ſcarcely underſtand, 
Know that he wric me in a barbarous land, - 
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Therefore good Reader reach me where to goy 


Some place of reſt unto a ſtrange book ſhow. 


This baving ſaid, wich words which grief made flow, 


'Oae ready was che way to me to ſhow, 

L chankr him, and did pray the Gods that he, 
Might like my Maſter never baniſhr be. 

Lead on, and I will follow by thy band, 
Though 1 am tiy'd with paſſing ſca and land. 


He did conſent, and as we went, quoth he, 


This is the holy ſtreet which thou dc ſee. 
Here's Veflaes Temple char keeps boly fire, 
Here Nume's lofty pallace doth aſpire , 

Here is Evanders gate, and now you come, 
Unto thar place where they firſt builded Rome. 
And then quoth I, this is the beuſe of Zove, 
This oaken crown doch my conjeRure prove. 
He told me ir was Ceſars, nay hen, quorh I, 
I ſ.e great Fove dwcels here in Majeſty. 

Ycr why doth Bayes upon the gatcs appear ? 
And thus incircle Eeſars ftatue bere ? 

Is ic becauſe his houſe doth merit praiſe ? 

And is beloved of the God of Bayes, 

Or doth ic now denote a Feſtival ? 

Ia token of thar peace he gives to all. 

Or as the Lawrel cvermore is green, - 

So ſtill his houſc moſt flouriſhing hath been? 
Or do thoſe lerters on the wreath engrav'd, 
Shew thar that Ciry by his power was ſay'd. 
Oh Ceſar ! ſave one Citizen ar laſt, 

Who now into the urmoſt world is caſt, 
Where hz ſad puniſhment doth till ſuſtain, 
Which he by crrour only did obtain. 

Alaſs while I view Ceſars pallace here, 

My letters ſeem co quake with ecembling fear, 
Doſt thou nor ſee my paper does look pale, 
And how my trembling feet begio co fail 2 


- 
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I pray that this ſame houſe which now [ſee 
May to my maſter reconciled. be. 
From thence we to 4poto's Temple went, 
To which by ſteps there is a fair aſcenr. 
Where ſtand:the figncs in fair-ourlandiſh ſtone, 
Of Belus and of Palamed the fonne. : 
There ancient bouks, and thoſe that are more new, 
Do all lye open to the readery view. | 
I ſought my brerhren there, excepting them, 
Whoſe hapleſs birth my farther doth condemn. 
And as I ſoughr, the chict man of thar place, 
Bid me be gone our of that holy ſpace. 
I wear ro Temples to the Theater-Joyn'd, 
Bur bere no entertainment could 1 finde, 
Nor could I come unto rhe ourward yard, 
Which unto learned books is nor debar'd, 
We are heirs unco miſ-forrune by deſcent, 
And we bis children ſuffer baniſhmenr. 
Perhaps when rime doth Ceſar”s wrath ſubdue, 
He will ro him and us ſome fayour ſhew. 
Since for the peoples help I do nor care, 
© Ceſar hearken ro my carneſt prayer. 
Since publick Ralls are unco me deny*d, 
In private corners I my ſelf may hide : 
And you Plebetans take in hand again, 
My verſcs which you ance repuls'd with ſhame. 


ELEGIE 1.. 


In Swan-lihe tunes be doth deplere 

Hzs exile, and knocks at the door 

Of death, deſiring baſty fate, 

Hyu wretched life would terminate. 

As ir my fate thar I ſhould $5 cythia ſee, | 
# And the land whoſe Zenith is the Axlctree ? 
And would not you {wcer Muſes nor Apollo, 
H:1p mc, who did your holy rites till follow ? 
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Could not my hamleſsvaſcs me excuſe, 

And life more ſerious then jeſting Muſe ? 
Bur that I muſt when [che ſeas had paſt, 

Uato the Pontich land be brought ar laſt. 

And I thar fill my ſelf from care with-drew, 
Loving ſofc caſe, and no reugh labour knew. 
Having paſt great dangers both by ſex and land, 
Here worſt of miſeries is by me ſuſtain'd. 

Yer I endure theſe evils, for I find, 
| My body doth receive ſtrength from my mind. 
And in my paſſage ro my fad exile, 

I with my ſtudie did my cares beguile. 

Bur when I did my journies cnd artain, 
And that unto tbe hated ſhore I came : 

Then from mine eyes a ſhower of rears'did flow, 

Like wartcr runing from the melted ſnow. 

And then my houſe and Rome comes in my mind, 
And every thing that | had left bchind, . 
Alaſs that I ſheuld knock ſtill ae che grave, 

To be ler in, yer can no entrance have. 

Why have I ſtill eſcaped frem the ſword ? 

Could nor the ſea ro me a death afford >. ' 
You Gods who conſtanc arc in your juſt ire, 

And do with Ceſar in revenge conſpire. 

I do beſcech you haſten on my fare, 

And bid death open uoro me the gate, 


ELEGTIE, III, 


He lets bu wife bere underſtand, 
Of hu fichneſs in a forratgi land. 
Then writes his Epitapb, with intent 
To make bu Books bu monument. 


Har this my Letrer by a ſtrangers hand 
P ls writ, the cauſe, my ſickneſs underſtand. 
For in the worlds remoteſt parc I lye 
vick, and uncertain of recovery, 


. ar vey 


A. 


Whar 


What comfort can within that climate ſhine. 
On which the Getes and Sauremates confine ? 
My nature docs nor with the ſoile agree, 

The air and water docs ſeem firange to me, 
My ſhelter poor, my dier here is bad, 

No heal =:eftoring-phyſick can be had. 

No friend to comfort me, who will aflay, 
With ſome diſcourſe ro paſs the cime away. 

. Bur here upon my bed of fickneſs caſt, 

I think of many things which now are paſt. 
And thou my deareR wife above the reſt, 
Doft hold the chicfeſt place within my breaſt. 
'Thby abſcar name is menriond ſtill by me, 
And every day and nighr I rhink on thee. 
Somcrimes I ſpeak things withour ſcnſc or wit, 
Thar I may name thee in my franrick fir. 

IF 1 ſhould ſwound, and that no heating wine, 
Could give life to this faultring rongue of mine. 
To hear of thy approach would make we livc, 
Thy very preſence would new yigor give. 
Thus I moſt doubtful of life an growns 

Bur hou perhaps liv merrily ar home, 

INo, I darc ſay, that thou my deareſt wife. 
DoR in my abſence lead a mourning life. 

Yep if the number of my years de done, 

And that my haſty thread of life is ſpun. _ 
You Gods you might with caſc have ler me haye, 
Wirhin my native land a happy grave. 

If chat you would have ler my death preyent, 
My facal journey unto baniſhment z 

Then had I dy*d in my incegrity, 

Bur now L here a baniſh'd man muſt dye; 

And ſhall I here refigne my weary breath, 
The place makes me unhappy in my death. 
Upon my b:d 1 (hall nor fall aflcep, 
And none upoa my Coffin here ſhall weep; ke 
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L I Be J. , 
Nor ſhall-my wives tears, while char they do fall 
Upon my face, me unte life recal. . 
hall nor make my will,' nor wich ſad crics 
o friendly hand fhall cloſe my dying cies: 
Wichour a Tombor Funeral I ſhall be; 
While as the barbarous carth doth cover me. 


Which when thou heareſt, be nor. with grief oppreſty 


Nor do not thou for ſorrow bear thy breaſt. 
Why ſhougdſt thou wring thy render hands in vain ? 
Or cal] upon thy wrerched husbands name ? 
Tear nor thy cheeks, nor cut thy hair for me, . 
For I ary not (good wife ) now cook from thee] 
When 1 was baniſhr then I dy'd, alaſs ! 

For baniſhment hen death more heavy was. 
Now I would have thee to rejoyce ( good wife ) 
Since all my gricf is caded with my life. 

And bear thy ſorrows with a valianc heart - | 
Mil. haps have taught thee how to play thy part 
And with my body may my ſoul expires. 
That ſo no parc may ſcape the greedy fire, 
For if.co Pythagoras we may credir give, 
Who ſaith the foul crernally doth live - 3 \ 
My foul 'mongſt che Sarmatich ſhades ſhall trays 
And to the cruel ghoſts ne'r find rhe way. 
Yeclec my aſhes be pur in an Ucn, 

So being dead I ſhall again recuro. 

This lawful is, the Thcban being dead, 

Hu loving litter ſaw him buried, 

And ler ſweet powders round my bones be laid, 
And ſo into ſome ſceret place convey'd ; 

Graving theſe Verſes on a Marble one, 

In Lercers to be read by every one. 

* 1 Ovid, that did write of wanton Loves 

© Lye bere, my Verſe my overthrow did prove. 

© Thou that baſt been in Love, and veſſef bY» 
$ Pray flill that Orids ———— ſes he, , 
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TRISTITHAM. ' 
This Epiraph fhdll ſuffice, fince my books be 
A far more laſting Monament ro me. - 
Which chough-they hurt me, yer-ſhall-raiſe my name, 
And give their Auckour everlaſting fame. 

Yerler chy love in Funeral gifts be ſhew'd, 
Agd bring fweert Garland with-chy tears be-dew'd, 
Thoſe aſhes which che funcral fire ſhall lcave, + 
Will in cheir Urn thy pious love perceive. - - 
More would I write,” bur that my voyce-is ſpent, 
JNNor can my dry congue ſpcak whar I invent. 

Then rake-my laſt words ro thee 5 live in health, 
 Whieh-chough I ſend.co thee, I want my ſelf. ' * 


E LE GIE IV. 


Ovid doth bus friend adviſe, 
A life of greatue[s to deſpiſe. 
Since Thundey doth the bill aff al. 
While quiet peace lives inthe vale. 


Y always deareſt friend, bur rhen moſt known, 
When L by adverſe Forrune was o're-:hrown. 
it chouwilrtake the Counſel of a friend, 

Live co thy ſelf, do nor roo high aſcend. 
Since Thunder from rhehigheſt Tower doth come, 
Live to thy ſelf, and glinering ritles ſhun. 
For though the beams of greatneſs may us warm, 
Yer greareſt men have greareſt power to harm, 
The naked ſail-yard fears ne ſtorms ar all, 

And greater ſails more dangerous are then ſmall, 
The floating Cork upon the waves doth ſwim, 
While beavy Lead dorh fink the Net therein. 
Of theſe things had ſome friend admoniſhr me, 

Perhaps I had been ftill ar Kome with thee. * 

While as a gentle wind did drive me on, 

My boar through quiet Rtreams did run along. 


He | 
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He that by chance doth fall-upon the plaia;; - 
He fallerh ſo that he ray riſe agtin, | 7 4 
&, | Bur when Z/penor fron «Wiph houſe fell; ' © -- 
His gboſt went down' t6 Pluto King of Helf: 
Though Dedeins bis wings did hit fultaing * 
Yer talling Icarus gave the Sex his name, 
Becauſe thar he fiew high, che-other low, ©- - 
While both of rhem their wings abroad did chirow. 
The man thar unto foliride is bene, 
Doth live moſt happy if hebe conrenc.” / 
Eumenes of his Son was nor deprived, 
Unril rhat be AchiFes Horſes guided. 
And Phaetbsa had not dyed in rhe flame, - 
If that his Farher could his will reſtrain.” ' * - 
Then fear rhou ill ro rake the higher way, 
And in thy courſe draw in thy fails I pray. 
| Thou worthy art co live moſt fottunate, 
And to enjoy a candid happy fare. EAG 
Thy gentle love deſerves this praiſe of mine, ' 
Since thou didſt cleave ro me in every time. 
n, þ I ſaw howthar thy prieffor me was ſhowy 
n. | Even in thy looks moſt like unro my owh- , 
I ſaw thy tears which'on my face did fall, ' 
And with my tears T dreink thy words withal." 
Now to thy abſent friend thou yield'ſt retief, 
Thereby ro lighten this my heavy gtief. 
Live thou unenvy*d, honour crown thy end, 
For thou art worthy of x noble friend. 
And love thy Ovid's name, which cannot be, 
Baniſhr, though Scythia now conrainerh me. - 
For me a land nezr ro rhe Bear dork hold, 
Whereas the carth« isfrovtn up with cold. 
Here Boſ] phorus 2nd Tanars do remains 
| And places which have ſcarcely any names 
Unhabirable cold dorh dwell beyond, 
For am near um the fartheſt land, > 
le | WS My 


TRIST FUM.” 


My County 'and'my-wifc ar@ abſcne far, | 
And with them two all things thar deareſt are, 
Yer though with chem I caogor preſenc be, 
Within my fancy 1 heir ſhape do ſee. 
My bouſe,- zhe Ciry Rand before wy cies, 
And all my-aQions in their. place do riſc, 
My wifes dear Image doth ir ſelf preſenc 
Which doth increaſe and lighten diſconcent, 
Her abſence grieverh me, but then again, 
My comfort is (he conſtant doth remain. _ 
And you my friends do cleave unto my breaſt, 
Whoſe names I wiſh by mc might be cexpreſt. 
Bur wary fcax doth my defire reſtrain, 
And you I rbink do even wiſh the ſame, 
For though thac hererofore you pleaſed were, 
When as your names did in my Verſe appear ; 

| Yer nowlleralk wich you within my breſt, 
Nor ſhall your fears by my Verſe be increaſt. 
Nor ſhall-my. Verſe dilclole a ſecret friend, 
Love ſecrerly,. and love me to the end < | 
And know though we by abſence. are disjoyn'd, 
Yer you are alwaijes preſcar in my ming. 
Then ftrive xo caſe thoſe griefs which 1 ſuſtain, 
And lend,your hand to help me up again. 
So may your fortune proſpercus remain, 
And never baye juſt cauſc co ask rhe ſame. - - - 


ELEQGIR 


Þy a feigned name be doth commend 

 Oze Carus that bad been bus Friend : 
And then doth mitigate bis fault, 
Since error himto ruine brought. 


M' uſe of friendſhip with thee was but ſmall, 


And ifchou wilt chou may'Rt ſay aonc ar all * 
| Put 
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| Bur char thy love moſt fairhiful 1 did fiad, 
when as my ſhip ſail'd with a gentle wind, 
enonce 1 fell, then all did ſhun my wrack, 


JidR viſit me, and.ro my houſe then came 2- 
And in thy freſh acquaintance thou didſt ſhow 


Wand ſecing tears fall ar each word, my cats 


IAnd many rokens of chy love appear, 


he gods ſtill make thee able to defend 
hy friends unto a far mote happy end. 
To know how | do live if thou require, 
As it is likely that thou doſt defire * 


nd all my friends on me did curn their back... 
Yer choug when. L was ftrucken with Zeves flame, 


ore love, than all myancienc friends would dag 
| ſaw thy amazed count'nance ar that time, - -:: 
Thy face bedew'd with tears, more pale than mine, +: 


Did drink thy words, my mouth did drink thy tears; / 
ou didfſt imbrace my neck, and then berwixx i? 
Some loving kifles with thy! fighs were mixe. + - 

Now abſcoc thou defendeft me again, F 56 
'FThou know'ſt chat Carus is a feigned name 3  - 


hich 1 in memory will ever bare, wt; 


| have ſome hope, which do nor take from me; 


Thar thoſe offended powers: will pleaſed be. +: 


Which being vain or if it may befal, .; _;_ 
Do thou allow my hope theugh ir be ſmall. 
'Þ Bcftow thy eloquence upon that theam, 
To ſhew it may fall our as 1-do mean. 
| The greateſt men are placable in wrath, 
A generous mind a gentle anger hath. 
| When Beaſts unro a Lion proſtcace lye,. 
He ends the combate with his enemy. 
Bur Wolves and Bears their yielding foes do ki 
And the inferiour beaſts are cruel ill. 
Who like Achilles > yer even he appears, 
To be much moy'd with Bender ſad rearsy 
_ 
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TRISTTYH MM. 
Kmathion's clemency is beſt declar'd, 
Even by thoſe fugcral rixes which he prepar'd, 
And rbat Linay nor-mans calay'd anger ſhow, 
Byven 7410s Son in law wasonce her foe. 
Laſtly, k viteds muſt hope, fince ar chis rime, 

1 2m not ptiniſhr for a hainous crime. 

I did not plot againſt great Ceſar's life, 

To ruine-him:by ſowing civil rife, 

I never ycr did rail againft che rime, 

Or ſpake againſt him in my cups of wine, 

But am puniſhufor beholdingof a fault, - 

Which T hy | rn beheld, uaſought; 
Yer all my#ault, I cannar well defend, 
Though in-parethereof 1 did'norill intend, 

So that I hope thar he will plesſed be, 

To granr an eafice banifanenr co me. 

' T wiſh rhe morning ftar that brings the day, - 
Would bring this news ant quickly poſt away, 


ELEGIE VI, 


$537 6 (es 
Hi friends fadelity-be doth praiſe, 
And t0'exenſs bimfelf aff wes. 
 Deſring iſbn bave avy grace ' 
' At Rome, to uſe it in bis caſe. 


CY)% league of friendſhip thou wilr not conceal! : 
; Or if chou wouldfſt, it would ir ſelf reveal. 
For while we might, none was more deaf to me, 
And Ido know I was beey*d of thee. ' © 

And this our love was to'theprople known, 

So thar our Love more than our ſelves was known. 
The candor of thy-mind is cafily ſeen, 

Ot him who for thy ſriend thou doſt eſteem, 
Thou nothing from my knowledge didfſt conceal, 
And I my fecrers did to thee reveal, © Fo 
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For all my hearr and ſecrers thou didſt know, - 


| Bxcepring tha which wrought my overthrow. 
Which hadſt thou known,rhou wouldſt haye councell* d 


So well, that I ſhould never baniſhr be, 

Bur *cwas my fate drew on my puniſhmenty | 
And croſſed me in any-good intent. : 
Yer whether that I mightbis evilſhun, 

Our reaſon cannor forrunie avercome : 

Yer thon to me my old acquaintance arts. | 
And of my love thou holdſt che greateſt parr, 
Be mindful then, and if thou gracious be 

Ar Courr, thentry wha cthou canſt do for me. 
Thar Ceſar being-umo mildneſs bear, | 
May cbange the place of my ſad baniſhment, 
Even as Idid no wic deviſe, 
Since char my faule from-errour did ariſe.” 

Ir would be tedious nor ſafe ro unfold, - 


By what chance theſe cycs did thar a behold. 


Such ſhameful deeds as do the car affrighe, 
Should be concealed-in erernal nighe, 

I muſt coofeſs therefore my former faulr, - 
Yer no reward by my offence I ſeught. 
And for my faulc F may my folly blame, 


| If to my fault chou wilt give a true nate, 


If this be falſe then further baniſh me. 
Theſe places like unro Remes Suburbs be, 


ELEGIE VIL, 


The Letter bere be doth command, 
To fie unto Perbilla's band 

Ard fſheweth that the Muſes gives | 
Iomortal fame which ſtill ſhall lives 


(3? thou my Lecrer being wric ſo faſt, | 
And to lalurs Peril makg zbou balls, 
* 4 4 
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TRISTIAM. 
To fir hard by her morher ſhe ftill uſes, ' 
Oc elſe ro be amongſt her Books and Muſes : _ 
Whar ere ſhe: does, when ſhe knows thou art come, 
Sbe*l ask thee how L do that am-undoneg * © 
Tell her I live; bur with I did'nor ſo, 

Since length of time can never eaſe my woe. - 
Yer to my Muſe Fnow rerurned'am, 

Making my words to Verſe'ro flow again 2 

And ask her why ſhe doth her 'mind apply 

To common ftudies, no: ſweer Poeſy ? 

Since Nature firſt did make thee chaſte and fair; 
. Giving chee wir, 'with other things moſt rage, 
I firſt ro thee the Muſes ſpring did ſhow,” + 
Leſt that ſweer water ſhould ar waſte ſtill flow, 
For in thy Virgin yeart'rhy wit-I{py*'d, 

And was as 'cwere rhy father and thy guide. - 
Then if choſe fires fill in thy breaſt do dwell, 
There's none: bar-Lesbia thar can thee exeell1”* 
Bur I do fcar thar fince | am orethrown, 

That now thy breaſt is'dull and-heavy grown : - 
For while we: might we borh*did: read our lines, 
J] was thy Judge and Maſter ofcentimes. 

And co thy Verſes 1 an car would-lend, 

And make thee bluſh, when thou didſt make an cad; ' 
Yet now perhaps it may be thou doſt ſtun © © 
All books, becauſe my ruine thence did come : 

Fear nor Perh;[{a, bur all fear remove, 

So that thy writings donor teach ro love : 

Then, learned Maid, no cauſe of floarh till frame; 
Bur to thy ſacred arc return'again, —  ** 
Thar comely face will ſoon be ſpoild with years, 
While aged wrinekles in thy brow appears, - ' 

Old age will lay hold onchy outward grace, 

Which cometh on ſtill with a filent pace, 

To have beech fair/ic will a grief then be, 
And thou wile4hink tby-glaſs doth flacter thee; wa 
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Thy wealth is ſmal, chough thou deſerveſt more, ' 
But yer fuppoſc thou had of wealth grear iiore 5 
Yer fortune when ſhe liſts doth give and rake, 


And of rich Creſus ſhe ean Irus make, 
All chings are {ubj<Q ro morrality,” 
Except the mind and ingenuity. 


For though 1 want my Country, Friends, and home; 


And all things roek from me thar could be gone. 


Yer ſtill my Muſes do with me remain, 
And Ceſar cannot take away my vein, 
Who though he ſhould: me of tay life deprive, 
Yer (hall my Fame when I amdeid ſurvive. 


While Rome on ſeven hills doth and in fighr;: 
My works ſhall ſtill be read with much delight, - 


Then of thy fltjdy make-rhishappy uſe, 


To ſhug the power:ot death even by thy Muſe, '-*/ 


-ELEGIE yl, 


Hu Conntry be deſeres to ſees .-— 

If Cxiac would ſo pleaſed be. - 
Then mourniully be dotb complain, 
And ſbews what grief be doth ſuſtain. 


Wiſh I could Triptolemus Wain aſcend, 


'Who firſt did ſeed unto the earth commend: 


Or guide;Medee's Dragons through the aire, 


With which ſhe once from Gorintbdid repair $ + - + - 


] wiſh that I had Perſeus wings co fly 

Or Dedalus his wings to curthe Sky,z 

Thar while the aire did yield unro my flight, 
I might injoy again my Countries fight, 
And ſce my peor. forſaken boyſe again, 


My wife, and thoſe few friends thar do remain. 


| Bur why doſt thou ſo fooliſhly require, 
When thou can'ft-ne'r attain to thy deſire 2 
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In ſtead of wiſhes nnto C ſar ſend, 
And ficive ro pleaſe him whom thou didſt offend, 
If he repeal thy baoiſhmenr, his word, 
Can give thee wings to flyc likemo a bird. 
Perhaps when once his wrarh dorh milder grons 
He co my ſure will then ſome favour ſhew + 
And | beſcech him now m the mean rune, 
Same caſier place of cxile ro affign, . \ 
This air.and climare both contrary be, 
Conrinual ſickneſs ſeized here on me. 
Either my ſick mind makes:my body i!!,- 
Sc elle the air doth ſome: diſcaſe inſtill; 
Since 1 © Pontus cam,reach nighr 1 dream, 
I do diſtaſte my tacar,'my limbs grow Jean, ' 
Like that pale colour which in leaves is ſcen, 
When they by Aucumns froſt have nipped been, 
Sodo I look being pin'd away with grief, 
Having no friend to yeild me fome relief, 
For Iam fickin body and in mind, 
In both of which I cqual pain do find, 
Merkinks my forrune tznds b-fore my eyes, 
Ta a (ad ang replear with miſeries, 
When I behold the people and the place, 
Comparing paſt time wich my preſcnc caſe, 
Then [ am willing wo re{iza my breach, 
Wiſhing I had earned with death - 
Bur yer fince that he was more milder bene 3 5 
Ler hing now "u_n me milcer ba aint. 


ELEGLE IR, 


Ovid briefly deth explain, 
How Tomos firſt bd get that name; 


A here ſore Cities (who can ir believe ) 


Thar from the Greeks dibficſt their name Tile 


Lis. 3. 
While husbandmen even from Mzlerus came, 

And *mongft the Getes did Grecian houſes frame. 

Yer this ſame place doth anciently rerain, 

Still from Abſyrtus murder, "this ſame name ! 

For in that ſhip which Pea[{as name did bear, 

And in thoſe unknown Seas ber courſe did flear. 
While fierce Medeafrom her father flzd, 

Unto theſe ſhores her faral ſails ſhe ſpread - 

Which from a hill one veiwing on the land, 

Cries our, Medea's ſails do hither ſtand, 

The Mynie rrembled, and withour delay, 

Unty their ropes, and all their anchors weigh: 
While that Medea ſtruck her guilty breaſt, 

Wirth thac ſame hand which had in bloud been dreſt, 
And though her former courage did remain, | 
Yer ſtiilher bloud in paleneſs wenr and came, 

Bur when ſhe ſaw the ſails, we are betray*d 

Quorth ſhe, my fathers courſe, muſt be delay'd, 

By ſome new Art 2 while thus ſhe doth deviſe, 

By fatal chance, her brother ſhe eſpics. | 
And having ſpide him, now quoth ſhe *cis dene, © 
For from his death my ſafery now ſhall come. ' 

And with a ſword ſhe ran him through the fide, 
Who little choughr by her hand ro have dy*d_' 
Then tear's his Limbs in pecces, and on the ground, 
She ſcatrers them thar ſo th may be found 

In many places : and thar her facher may 

Nor pals by ir, ſhe places in the way 

His bleeding Head, and both his pale cold hands} 
Which ſer upon a rock before him ſtands. © 
And white that borrid fight did ſtop her father, * 
He ftay'd his courſe thoſe fcarttered limbs ro gather, 
Whence Tomos gor thar name, becauſe that here, 
Mede firſt ber brothers limbs did rear. 
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*- EL6EGIE -X. 


Ovid [vel doth deſcribe 

The Country where he doth abide : 
Which ia this ſhort map you may view) 

Which be ia baniſhment then drew. ; 


F any yer go thiok of Neſo's name, 

Which yer within the City doth remain : 
Kaow thar I live within a barbareus Land, 
Which neer unto the Northern polc doth ſtand. 
The Seyromates and Getes do hemm me in, 
Whoſe ruder names my Ver{e do not beſcem. 
While the airc is warm, we then dcefcnded are, 
By 1ſther, whoſe fair ſiceam keeps back the war, 
Bur whea that Boyeas onec doth fly abroad,/ 
Thoſe Countries he with heavy ſno» doth load. 
Nor doth the ſnow difſolve by Sun or Rain, 

Buc the Norch-wind doch make ir ftill remain ; 
New ſnow doth fall on char which fell before, 
While thac che earch is doubly covered o'r, 
Such is che Norch winds force when ic doth blows 
That Towers and Houſes it goth over:hrow. 

The people wear ſhort mantles *gainſt rhe cold, 
So that their faces you-can ſcarce behold; 

Frem their Icy hair a ruffling ſound is heard, 

A hoary froſt doth ſhine upon their beard. 

' The frozen wine doth keep the Veſlels ſhape, 
And in ſtcad of draughrs, they peeces of ir rake, 
Of Rivers frozen, what ſhould Lhere cell? 
Oc yer of water digged. from the Well : 

| For Iftber, which with Nile may cquall be, 
Whoſe many mouth do fall into the Sgaz 
His blue wavesſhidden o'ce with ice doth keep, 
And ſo-unſcen into the Sea doth creep, 


Where 
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Where ſlips did ſail, rheir feer they now do ſer, 
And on the ice the Horles hoof doth bear. 

The Sarmatia# Oxen draw their waggons over 

New Bridges,which the running waters cover. 

*Tis ſtrange, yer lying btings me no reward, 

And therefore my repert you may regard. 

We have ſeen when as the-ice the Sea did coyer, 
While thar a ſhell of ice did glaze ir over : 

And on the frozen lea have often gone, 

While with a dry foor we could waik thereon, 

And bad Leander ſuch a ſhore deſcri'd, 

Then in that narrow ſca be had not dy'd. 

The crooked Dolphins, cannor then repair 

Unto the upper waves to take the air, 

And though that Boreas bluſtcring wings were heard, 
Yer no waves in the frozen ſca appear'd. 

The ſhips were frozen up that there did ride; 

Nor could the Oars the ſtifned waves divide. 

We have ſen the fiſh within the ice lic bound, - 
While that in ſome of them ſome life was found. 
- It Boreas therefore with roo powerful force, 

Dofreez the ſea or ſtop the rivers 1ourle *: 

When Iſther by dry winds is once congeal'd, 

The barbatous foe no longer is conceal'd, 

Who $kilful in rheir borſeman-ſhip and bo#, 

Do waſte the Country whereloere they go. | 
While ſome do fly, and none defend the fields 

Their unkepr wealch ſome liale pillage yields, 

Their riches is cheir cartle and their wains, 

And that which cthcir poor Cortages contains ; 

And ſome that by the for are caprive took, 

Do leave cheir Country with a beck caſt look, 

Some by the barbed arrows here do die, 

Thac with their poiſoned heads do ſwiftly fly; | 
Thar which they cannor rake, they ſpoil the ſame, 
And make their barmile(s Corrages ro flame, | 
| | When 
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When they have peace they ſtand in fear of war, 


So that the fields by no man ploughed ate, 
The grape is not hid in; the leavy ſhade, 

Nor are the veſſc]s fil'd with wine acw made. 
Acontizgs could not here an Apple finde, 

To write unto his ſweer-heart in the rinde 2 
Here the naked fields have neither leaf nor cree, 
For it's a place mark'd out for miſery. 

And though the world hath ſuch a large exten, 
This land is found our for my puniſhment. 


ELEGIE Xl, 


Sweet Ovid # enforc'd to writes 
"Gainſt one who raild at him in [pight < 
Thom mildly bere he doth reprove, 

And unto pitty doth bum move. 


Hou that my ſad misfortune doſt contemn, 
And cruelly doſt alwaics me condemn, 

We<re nurſed on the rocks by ſome wild beaſt, 
And I may ſay, thou haſt a flinty breaft. 
O whither can tby wrath excended be ? 
Oc what is wanting co my miſery ? 
The barbarovs ſhores of Poxtys me enfold, . 
And here rhe Northen Bear 1 do behold, 
The peoples ſpeech | underſtand nor here, 
And eveiy place is ful of careful fear. 
For as the Hare-purſu*d by Bears doth ſhake, 
Or as a Lamb hem'd in by wolves doth quake 2 
So wh n theſe nations do me round incloſe, 
I am 2fcaid being compaſly*d in with focs. 
Suppoſe ir weie no puniſhment co me, | 
Of wife and children thus depriv'd to be : 
Though nothing troub!cd me bur Ceſar's wrath 
Sufficient puniſhment his anger hath, 
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Yer there are {ome who handle my green wounds, 
And ro ſpeak 'gainſt me have ler looſe their rongues: 
In eaſic matters every one can ſpeak, 

And little ſtrength a bruiſcd rhing cn break. 

It ſhews ſome ſtrength rothrow down walls that ſtand, 
When falling Towers yield co che'weakeft band. 
Why doſt thou perſecure my empty ſhade ? 

Or why doſt thou my grave with ſtones invade 2? 
Though Hedftor in the wars did ſhew his force, 

Ir was nor HetFor that bchind a horſe 

Was drawn abour ? nor am [now the ſame, 

And nothing but my ſhadow dorh remain : 

Why doſt thou rail on me with words fo foul ? 

] pray thee do nor ſeek ro vex my foul. | 
Suppoſe my faults were true, my chiefcſt faulc, 

Was not by wickedneſs bur errour wrought? 

Then glur thy anger wich my puniſhmene, 

For T am ſent co grievous baniſhmene. 

A murtherer would lament my unhappy fare, 

Thou think'ſ me nor enongh unfortunace. 

More cruel chan Byfirzs, or thar man, 

Who firſt co make a brazen Bull began 2 - 
And on the S;ci/ian Tyrant it beftow'd, 

While chus in words his Are ro him be ſhew'd. 

This work O King ! may far more uſcful be, 

Than the ourward ſhape doth ſeem ro promiſe rhee. 
For lock, the Bulls fide may be open'd fo, 
That whom thou meanſt to kill,thou needs bar chrow 
Into bis belly, and being inclos'd therein, 

Pur fire bencarb, and chen he will begin 

To roar, and make a groaniag noiſe as rhough 

The brazen Bull ir ſclf began ro Lowe: 

Thetefore co recompence my gifr agaio, 

Ler my reward'be cqual to my pin. 

Phalargs teply*d, ſince that thou didft invent, 

This cruel corment for a pun-ſhaxenr * 
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Thou firſt ſhalr feel ir, and ſo being thrown 
Inco the Bull, « there began to groan. 

Bur from Sicilia I return again, | 

Of thee tbar rail*ſt on me 1 muſt complain 2. 

If chou,defireſt ro quench thy thirſt with bloud, 
And that to hear my.gricf would do the good: 

I have ſuffcr'd ſo —_ both by ſca and land, 
Thar thou would gricve the ſame co underſtand, 
ulyſſes was nor in ſo great difiieſs, | 

Since Neptunes anger, is than Foves far leſs, 
Then do not thou rip up my fau'rs again, 

And from my bleeding wound thy hands refrain, 
Ler cime my former faulr in da) kneſs cover, - 
Thar this ſame wound may once be skinned over. 
Sith Forrune throws down whom (he doch advance, 
Be thodi afraid of her uncerrain chance, 

And fince thou haſt a great defjre ro pry, 

And wouldſt be glad ro know my miſery : 

My fortune is of miſery moſt full, | 

For Ceſars wrath all ill with ic dotb pull. 

And ifthou think'ſt 1 do the ſame augmear, 

I wiſh that chou mighr'ſt fcel my puniſhment. 


ELEGIE XII 


Though it be Spriag-time every where, 
No Spriag ia Tomos doth appear : 
which makes bim pray bere to be ſent, _ 
unto ſome milder bani(hment. 


Ow Zephyrus warms the airy the year 1 run, 
And the long ſceming winter now is done : 
The Ram which bore fair He[{en once away, 
* Hath made thedark nighe <qual to the day. 
Now boyes and giils do the ſweer Violers gers 
Which in the Country ofcen grow unſcr. 


Fair 


On 
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Fair colour*'d lowers in the Meadows ſpring, 
And now che birds their unraughr nores do ſing; 
The Swallow now doth build her licrle neſt, | 
Under ſonie beam, wherein her eggs may reſt.” * 
The ſced' which long fince'in the ground was laid, 
Is now ſhor forth into a'tender blade. 20 
And new young buds upon the Vine appear, . * 
Although the-Getich (hore no tree doch bear ; 
*'Tis rhcre vacarion, ard the wars at Court 
Do now give place co plaies' and other ſporr « 
Now they do Tilr, and fears of arms affay, 
Now with the ball, and with the top they play, 
Young men annointed now with oyle, begin 
To bathe rheir limbs within the virgm ſpring * 
The ſcene doth flouriſh,' and new ſtrains are found, 
Which make the three Theaters co reſound. BA 
O four times happy ſure, and more is he, =» 
Thar ro cnJ»y the City now is free. hd 
Burt here I ſee the ſnow melr-with the Sun, 
The undigg*d waters now begin to ran, 
The Seca is not frozen, nor dorh the ſwaine 
Over the Iſther drive his creaking wain. 
Yer when that any ſhips doth hither ſail, ' *-* 
And Anchor atour ſhore. then wittiour fail © © 
] run'to'the Mafter, and after ſalucarion 
I ask him whence he comes,and of whar Nation. __ 
And *ris a wonder if he be nor one + "OY 
That from ſome neighbeur country then doth come. | 
From Italy few ſhips de cyer ſtand, | ; 
To come unto this haven-wan'ing land. 
Whether bis 14nguage Greek or zartin be, 
The larrer is moſt welcome unto me, 
If any from Propoatzs here arrive, EY 
While a nerth-wind his ſpreading ſzils dorh drive 2 *_ 
He may enforme me of the common fame, '* © 
And orderly he may relate _ lame, 
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Fox of Great Ceſar's Triumph I do hear, - 
And of thoſe yons to Jove performed were. 
And how rebelling Germazy in the end, 
Benearh our Captains feer her bead did bend. 
He rhar ſhall cell 'me thele things here exprcſt, 
I will invite him bome ro be my gueſt. 
Alas ! does Qvid's houſe alone now ſtand ? 
Being ſcared here within rhe Styrian land : 
May Ceſar make this houſe of mine to be, 
Only an Inne of puniſhment co me. 


ELEGILIE XIII. 


Againſt bis Birth=day be doth complain, 
Which was now return'd in vain. 


Ehold my Birth-day, (for why was I borne 2 ) 
Dorh vainly unto me again recurne, 

Hard-hearced day, why doſt thou ſtill exrend 

My years, to which thou ſhouldſt baye pur an end >? 

If thou hadſt any care of me or ſhame, | 

Thou wouldſt nor thus have followed mc in vain. 

Bur in thar place have given me my deathy 

Where in my childe- bood firſt I drew» my breath; 

And with my friends that now at Rome do dwell, 

Thou might ar once have took thy laſt farewel, 

Whar's Pontus unco thee, or arc thou ſent, - --\ 

By Cajore wrath wich me to baniſhmenr ? 

Doſt thou expe thy wonted honour here ? 

While I a white robe on my ſhoulders wears 

Or that fair Garlands ſhould environ round, 

The ſmoaking Altar with ſwcer incenſe crown'd ? 


—— ſuch gifts as may befic the day, FY 


"While for thy proſperous rerurn 1 pray, 
Bur now 1 de not live in ſuch a time, 
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That when thou com I ſhould ro mrth jnclinet | 


If 


2 - 'L.\x 'B; : 
A funeral Altar dothi' become me now, 8 _ 
That may be ſ uck row wich the Cypreſs'bough,' . - 
Now incenſe co the Gods were caſt away, : 
While in my deprh of pfief I 'cannor pb : 
Yer one requeſt upon'rhis day I'fe riameg, 
That ro this place thou ne're recur again, , 
Whilſt in the farrheſt Pontich ſhore I five, 
Which falſely ſome the'ndthe of Euxiae give, _ 
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Here he writes nnto bis F riends 
That be would his books defend. 


FT THou chief of Learfied men, whac maketh thee; 
A friend unto tay idle vein to be ? 

When I'was ſafe then chou my lines didſt praiſc, 
And being abſcat rheu my fame doſt taiſe, 
And all my verſes chou doſt encerrain,, 
Except the Arc of Love which I did frame, 

Since then chou loveſt rhe new Poers ſtrainz 
Within che City till keep 'up my Name. 
For 1, and not my bboks; ati baniſhe rhencez . 
Which they could not deferve by my offcice, 
The Father off is baniſhed we lee, 
While as his Children'irt rhe City be 2: 

My verſes now arelike ro Palas, borne. ' 
Wirhour a Mother ; and being (o forlorne; 
I ſend them unto rhec, forirthey.berete * 

# Of Father, now unto thy charge are left. 

& Three ſons of mine by me deſtroyed were, 

» WPvr of che reſt ſee thar thou have a care, 

"IFAnd fifreen books of changed ſhapes there lyes, 
| Being raviſhr from rheir Maſters oblequies, 
"Thar work I hadugroperteRion broughr, 

If thar IT had nor my own ruine wrought, 
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Whick uncorreQed now the people have, 
If any-ching of mine the-people crave. 
Ler this ampng my other books naw ſtand, ,_ 
Being ſenr'anco thee from a foraign Land. 
'Which whoſo reads, let him, but weigh again, | 
The cime ard place, wherein I did ic frame: 
He will pardon me, when he ſhall underſtand, 
That I was banifht in a barbarous Land. 
And will admire that in my adverſc time, 
Wirh a ſad hand. I could draw forth a line : 
Mil- fortunes have deptiv'd me of my ſtrain, 
Although before I ne*re had a-rich vein. 
Yer wharſce're it was, eyen now it lies, 
Dried up for want of any excrcilc. 
Here are no books ro feed mewirh delight; 
Bur inſtead of books, the bows do me affcighr. 
Here's none to whom I may my lines rehearſe, 
That can both hear and underſtand my verſe. 
I haye no place where 1 may walk alone, | 
Bur with the Geres ſhur up in walls of ſtone. 
Somrimes I ak for ſuch a places name, 
Bur there is none can anſwer we again. 
And whea I fain wonld ſpeak, 1 muſt confeſs, 
I want fir words my mind for co expreſs, 
The Seythian language doth my ear affcighr. 
So that the Getich rongue I ſure could write, 
I fear leſt you within this. book ſhould ſee, 
Thar Pontich words with Latin mingled be, 
Yer readir, and theretoa pardon give, | 
When thou conlidereſt in what ſtate I liye. 
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To excuſe bis looks be doth begin, 
' And ſhews how bus Muſe did comfort bim. 


EF any faulcs are in theſe books of mine, 
Have chem excuſed Reader by cheir time, 

1 loughr no fame, bur only ſome-relief, 
That ſo my mind might nor think'on her grief. 
Even as the diccher bound wirh ferrers ſtreng, 
Will lighren heavy labour with a-ſong) Fe. 
And he will fing that with a bended ſides + 
Doth draw the flow boat up againſt the Tide: 
And he ther at the Oar doth cug with pain, 
Doth fing while he purs back -his Qar again.: 
The weary Chepherd ficting'on a bill, 
Doth pleaſe his ſheep wich piping on his quill, 
And every Maid within the Country bred, 
Will fing while ſhe is drawing forth ber chread! 
Achilles being ſad for Briſeis loſs, | 
The Hemmian Harp did ſofcen that ſame ccoſs. 
While Orpheus for his wife much grief did (hew, 
Wirh his ſweer tunes rhe woods and ſtones he drew, 
So. did my muſe delight me as I went, 
And bore me company in my baniſhmentr, 
She fear'd no treachery, nor the ſouldiers hand, 
4; Ner yet the wind, or ſea, or barbarous land. 
F* She knew whar eccour firſt my ruin brought, 
F And that there was no wickedneſs in my tboughe, 
F And fince from her my faulr did firſt proceeds 
|. She is made guilty with me of thar deed, 
= Yer till che tear of harm me ſo affcights, 
I ſcarce dare touch the Mules holy rites, 
f | | F 3 Bur 
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Bur now a ſudden fury doth me move. 

And being burr by verſe, yer verſe IL love.” .- '- 

Even as #lſes rook delight ro taſte, , 
"The Lore-roec,. which did hurc bim ac the laſt. 

The Lover feels his loſs, yer docs delight 

Ta it, and ſecks to feed bis appetite. ® * |. 

So books delight mes. whieh gid'me confound, 
Loving the Darr which gave methisſame wound, 
Perhaps this ſtudy may. 4 furyfaem, - | 7 
And yet to.many ic hath uſe fu}t been, -- "T0 | 
Tc makes the mind thar ir cadiner cerainy + 1; 
Her gricHia- fighc, bur dorh ferger the ſame. 

As the ne?re Felt the wound which Bacchus gave; 

Bar wildly on the Ideas hills did rave. | 

So when a ſacred fire my breaſt doth warme, 

My higher faficy Hoth all ſorrow fcorne, 

Ic fecls no baniſhmenng,, ar Poutitþ theres | 
Nor thinks'1hq:Gods arc angry any more. \, 
And as it 1 ſhould drink dull Zethes water, 

I have nbſcaſe'of any ſoriow afcer. 
Needs muſt thoſe Goddeſfes then honour'd be, 

Who from their Helicon did come. with me. 

And for to follow me, they till did pleaſe, 
Eirher by foorz: by! ſhipping , ior by ſcas. 

And may tlicy;gracious unto me abide, 
Sine thaxahe Gods are all on Ce{ar's fide : | 
While thoſe gricfs which they heap on me are more 
Then fith in fras,: or ſands upon the ſhore. * 1 
The flowers in {pring-rime thou maick ſooner tell, 
Or Autumns'apples, or che ſnow that fell, — 
Then all myrgriefs, being roffed ran and fro, 
 While:F yato. the &yxize ſhore do go... . 
Where come, T found no change of miſery, 
As if ill-forrune {til did follow me. : 
My thred of life in one courſe here doth run, 
Ot black and gifmal wooll this rhread is ſpun? 
lit ES | 'Though 
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Though:I omir my dangers and my grief, 

Pye ſcen ſuch miſerics as are paſt belief. 
Amongſt the barbarous Geres bow can he live, 
To whem the people onee ſuch praiſe did give ? 
How grievous is ir ro be lockt within 

A walled Town, and yer ſcarce ſafe rherein ? 
For in my Youth all war I did dereſt, 

And never handled weapons bur in Rt. 

New in my bands a ſword and ſhield 1 bear, 
And on my gray hairs I a Helmer wear, ' 

For whenche watchman ſtanding in his place3 
Doth give ſome fign, then all do arme apace. 
The enemy with his poyſencd ſhafts and bow, 
@a their-proud Steeds-abou the walls dogo : | 
And as the Wolf doth bare a ſheep away, 

Into the- woods, which from the fold did ſtray. 
So thole rhar once are ſtrayed beyond the Gare, 
The foe comes on them, | and doth cake them ſtrajghr. 
Then like a caprive they his neck do cbain, 

Or elſe with poyſon'd Arrows he is lain. 

In this place 1 a Dweller am beeome, 

Alaſs my timeof life roo flow doth run. 

Yerro my verſe I do return again, 

My friendly Muſe dorh me in grief ſuſtain: 

Yer there is none to whom I may recite 

My verſe, or hear the Latin which 1 wrice. 

Bur to my {elf 1 do both write and read, 

And then co Judge wy ſelfl do proceed. 

Ofc 1 have ſaid, why do | rake this vein ? 

Or ſhall the Getes delight in @vids name ? 

_Ofr while F wrice, my cyes ro weeping ſer, 

And every lerrer with my rears is wet. 
And then my heart renews her grief again. 

| While on my boſome ſhowers of rears do rain, 
When as my former ſtare comes in my rhoughty 
Thinking to whar wy fortune hath me brought. 
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Of: my mad-hand, even angry with my'yeine,,.: 
Hath caſt my verſes into rhe-quick flame. ..;: ,, 
Thea ſ:ace of many, theſe few do remain, _ 
Who c*ce thou arts with pardon read che. lame, _ 
And Rome do thou-take in-good pair cach linc,. , 
Though cacb verſe be no be:rer rhan my-.cime, 
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He grieves that be could not preſent be, . . 
At the triumph of conquer 'd Gcrmany., , ,- 


Qw haughty Germany (as the world bach done 
May kneel ro C efar, being overcome... +: 
Now the high palaces are wich gailands gdight, -- _ * 
And ſmoaking incenſe rarns/the-day ro nighte:'; ©; 
Now the white ſactifice by the Axe.is fliing +; -/--- 
And with his purple bloud-ahe cartudorh ain. | 
And both the conquering:Ceſars'do preparey //:i .1 
To give the Gods thoſe gifcs which promis*dAvere, - 
And ill the young men-born under. his name, 
Do pray thar ſtil] bis ptogeny. may raign 2; 
And Livia ſince the Gods her ſon did fave, --. 
Preſents thaſe gifes which they deſerve ro have, 
The Macrons and thoſe free from bad defire; -;-. 
Who living: Virgins, keep the veſtal fire-;. *- 
The people and the Senate-roo are glad, 3 
And Gentry, 'mongſt whom once a name 1 had, 
Theſe publick j»yes ro me here are unknown, 
And bur a weak report doth hither come. 
Bur on theſe triumphs may the people look  - 
And read what towns were-by ſuch C aprains took, 
While as the captive Kings ra encteaſe the ſhow, 
Before. the plumed horſes chained go. _  .., * 
Wirh.countenances to their fortune chain'd, -_ ;_ 
Qace cerrjble, now'fromchemſclves £ſtrang'd;' 
«2  *- While 
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| While ſome defire their cauſe and names ro kn%w; 


O:c knowing little chus deſcribes the ſhow. - 
He thar in yonder purple robe doth ſhine, 
Was Caprain of the war, and next to him 


. He whoſe ſad eyes fixt on the ground appear, 


Bore not that look, when he his arms did bear, 
That crucl man whoſe eyes ſtill burn.ng ace, - - _ 
By counſel did incite ther unto war. pe 
This fellow did falſe ambuſhmenrs provide. 
Whole ſhaggy hair his ugly face doth hide, 
This fellow kili'd the Caprives which he cook,”, 
A'though the Gods ſuch offerings did not b:ook.._ 
Theſe Mountains,.. Rivers, Caſtles, , which you. ſec, 
Were fill'd with blaud omen which {laughcred bes 
Here Dyuſus did his honour firſt obtain, 
Being wo:thy of thar houfe from whence he came. 
Kere Rheze with bloud of men was colour'd over, : 
While no green reeds his winding banks did cover, 
Bchold. how Germany with her long hair ſpread, + 
Sits at his feer who bath hex conquered: 1 
And to rhe;Roman axe her neck doth yield, 
Her hands being chain'd which once did bcar a ſhield, 
And above theſe grea: Ceſar thou art carrycds.. 
Through all che people in thy conquering chariot. 
Thy ſubj:&s by loud ſhaurs their love do ſhew. . 
Whilc all che way with ſweeteſt flowers they ftrew. 
Thy temples:xxrowned with Phehean Bayes, . ; 
The ſoufdiers ſingeth 10 co thy praiſe. 
While thy four Charior-horſes by the way, 
Heared with noiſe do often fiap. and fiay.. 
Then to the Tower and Temples favouring thee, 
Thou goeſt, where gifts to Fove (hall offered be, 
Theſe things I can within my mjnd-review, 
For ic hach power an abſcac place ro ſhew, _ 
Through ſpacious lands ir can. moſt freely ſtray, 
And uno Heaven find the ready way. 
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By help whereof the Ciry I do ſee, 
Thar of this good I may parraker be, 
Ic chews the Ivory Chariors wbich do ſhine, 

So I ſhall be arhome even for: a time : | 
The happy people ſhall behold his fighr, - 

And for co fee their Caprain cake delight. 

Bur | muſt fee it by imagination, 

My cars ſhall rafte rhe frnir of the relation. 

For being baniſhr ro a Foraign Land, 

To tell meof irhere is none at hand, + - © = 
Yer he rhat this lare rriumph tells ro me, 

When ere 1 hear him 1 ſha!l joyful be. 

And errthatday no ſorrow 1 will ſhow, 

Fer publick joy excecds a'private woe. 
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Ovid- ſeemeth to ſpeah here, 
Tq the conftellationy of the Bear. 


On great and4cffer Beafts, whereof the'one, 
Guides Grecian ſhips, the other Sydonian : 

Which from yous poles vicy all chings which you pleaſe; 
And never ſer beneath rhe Weſtern Seas; © 
And while that you'encompats in the skic, 
Your circle from che earth is feen'on high. 
Look on'theſe walls, qfre which as they report, , 
Remus Feapr over in hjs*merry ſpore. © 
And look with ſhining beams upon my Wife, 
And tell me if ſhe eh a conſtant life. 
Alas ! whydoubrFT ina marrer clear ? - 
Why do I waver berweeh hope and fear ? 
Believe as thau defireſt, rhar all is well, 
Perſwadethy ſclt ſhe dorh in fairk excel. 
And whar the fixed ftars cannot unfold, 
Tell to thy ſelf, and be thou thus reſoly's : 
Thar zs:chou thinkeſt on her, ſo ſhe again 
Doth think on thee, 'and with her keeps thy _ 
; n 
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And 


And inhher mind thy Countenance doth review, 
And while ſhe lives chat ſhe her love will ſhew. 
When thy griev'd mind doth on thy ſorrow lighr, 
Dorh gentle ſleep forſake thy boſome quite ? 
Doth thy cold bed renew thy cares afreſh, 

And make thee think on me inmy diftreſs > 


Does _—_ ſeem long, while ſorrows inward burn > 


Do thy {ides ake while chow doſt often urn 2 
Yer I believe that now thoudoſt no leſs, 
And that thy ſorraw dorh thy love expreſs. 


Thou gricv*ſ no leſs, than did zbat Theban Wife, ' © 


Toſee brave He&0o7s body void of life, (7 
Drawn by Theſſ alias horſes ;. yer I cannor rell, 
Whar paſſion inthy mind I wiſh to- dwell, | 

If chon arc fad, thea I am griev'd for thee, 

Thar of chy ſorrow Þ rhe cauſe ſhould be, 

Ycr gentle wife do thou lament thy loſes, 

And uſe the time to think upon thy croefles, 

Weep for my fail, ro weep is ſome relief, 

For thar doth eaſe and carry our our grief. 


And would thou couldſt lament my death, not life, 


That ſo by dearh I might have lefr my Wife. 
Then in my Country I had died, 'and dead, 

Thy tears upon my Corps had then been thed. 

And thoy hadſt dlos'd my eyes up with thy hand, 

While looking unto Heaven they did ſtand, 

In an ancient Tomb my aſhes had bcen ſpread, © 

And had been buried where l firſt was bred : 

Laſtly, 1 chen had died withour blame, 

Bur now my baniſhment is go me a ſhame, 

Yer wretched am I if rhou bluſheſt then, 

When thou arr call*d wife to a banjſhr man, 

Wrerched am I if thou thar name decline, 

Wrerched am 1, -if thou ſham'ft te be mine. 


Where is thar wiſhe wherein thou took'Rt a pride” g 


7% Ovids Name, and to be Owids bride ? \ 


% 


Where 


T RISTIAUAM. 


Where is-thar rime wherein theſe words you ſpake, 
That you in being mine did pleafure rake : 
Like a good wife in me you did delighr, / 
And love encreas'd my. yalue in your fight, 
And unte you ſo precious was | rhen,' 
Thar you preferred me before all men. 
Theo think it nodiſgrace thar thou arr nani'd 
My wife, for which chav maiſt be griev*d, nor ſham'd, 
When raſh C:paneus in the wars did fall, 
Evadne bluſhc nor-at his faulc ar all, 
Though Fupiter did fire with fire ſuppreſs, 
Yer Phazton was b:loved ne'ce the lels, 
And Semele did nor loſe old Cadmns love, 
Becauſe ſhe periſh'd- by her ſure to Zove. 
Then fince that | am ſtrucken with Foves flame, 
Ler nor a crim'on bluſh thy fair chcek ſtain, 
Bur with freſh courage rather me defend, - 
Thar for a good wife I may thee commend. 
Shew now thy verruc in adverſary, 
The way to glory rhrough hard waics doth lie. 
Who would ralk of Hefor had Troy happy becn ? 
For vercue in adverfiry is ſeen. 
Typhis Art fails when no wayes arc ſcens 
In health Apoliv's arr hath no eſteem. ' 
Thar 'vertuz which before rime lay conceal'd, 
In trouble doth appear, and is reveal'd. 
My forcune givesthee ſcopero raiſe thy fame, 
And by thy vertue to advance thy name, 
Then uſe the crime, for theſe unhappy daies. 
Do open & fair way for co ger prailc. 


ELEGIE IV, 
He writes to hs friend in his diſtreſs, 
hoſe name by figns be doth expreſs. 
Friend, though thou a Genttnan arr born; 
Yer thou by verrue doſt thy birth adorn, - 2H 
| J 
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Lis. 4. 


Thy Fathers courtefie ſhineth in'thy mind, 

And yer this courrefie is with courage joyn'd. 
In thee thy Fathers Eloquenee dorh dwell, 
Whom none could in the Romany Court excel. 
Then. fince by fignes I am enfore*d ro name thee, 


. I hope for praiſing you, you will hor blame me : 


"Tis not my fault, your gifts do ir proclaim, 


Be what you ſeem, and [ deſerve no blame. 


Beſides, my love in verſe expreft, TI cruſt, 

Shall not barme thee, fince Coſaris moſt juſt : 
Our Couanrries Father, and ſo mild, thac he 
Suffers his name wichin my verſe to be. 

Nor can he nowforbid ic if he would, 

Ceſar is publick, and a common good, 

Fupiter ſomeri mes lers the Poers praiſe 

His a&s, that ſo their wits bis-deeds may raiſe, 
Thy caſe by two examples good doth ſeem, 

The one believ'd a God, the other ſeen. 

Or elſe Vle rake the faulr, and ce ir-ftand, 

To ſay my Lerter was nor inthy hand. 

Nor thus by writing have I newly err'd, 

Wirth whom by words I ofcen have conferr'd. 
Then fricnd,leſt chou be blam'd,rthou neeg? not fear : 
For it is I chat muſt the envy bear. | 
For if you'l not difſemble a known truth, 

L loy*d your Father even from my youth, ' 

And you know how hedild approve my wir, 
More than in my own judgement | thought fir, 
And oftentimes he would ſpeak of my verſe, 
And grace them while he did the ſame rehearſe. 
Nor do [ give rheſc fair words unto thee 

But co thy Farther, who firſt loved me, 

Nor do I flatter, fince my lives'a&s paſt, 

I can defend, except it be rhe laſt, . 

And yer my faulr no wicked crime can be, 

If thac my griefs be not unknown co thee, 


Ic 


 TRISTIAM. 


Ir was an errour brought me to this ace, 
Then ſaffer me now to forget wy fare. - 


Break not my wounds which yet ſcarce cloſed are; - 


Since reſt ir ſelf can hardly help wy care, 
And though ro ſuffer juſtly I am rhoughe; 
There was no wicked purpole in my fault - 
Which Ceſar knowing, ſuf:r*'d me to live, 
INor ro another my goods did he give. 

And this fame baniſhment perhaps ſhall ceaſe, 
. When length of time his anger ſhall appeaſc. 
And now I pray he would me hence remove, 
C If this requeſt would 'not immodeſt prove. ) 
To ſome more quier baniſhment, where I 
Might live far from che cruel enemy. 

And ſuch is Ceſeys clemency that he, 

Would grant it, if ſome aske this boon for tac. 
The ſhores of th* Exxine Sea do me contain, 
Which hererofore the Axine they did name. 
The ſeas are roffed wich a bluſtring wind. - 
Nor can ſtrange ſhips any ſafe harbour find, 
And round abour bloud-caring men do live, 
"Thus ſea and land do <qual terrour give, 
Nor far off, ftands thar'curſed Altar, where 
All ſtrangers ro Diana-oftered were, 

Theſe b'oudy kingdoms once K:ng Thoas had, 
Nor envi'd nor delir*d, they were ſo bad. 
Here the fair Epigenia did deviſe, 

To pleaſe her Goddeſs with this ſacrifice. 
Whirher as ſoon as mad m_—_ cames 
Tormenred with his own diſtraRed brain, 
And Phoceys with hims his companions 
Whorwo in body, were in mind bur one. 


To this {ad Alrar they were bound, which ſtood 


Before 2 pair of gares imbiu'd with bloud. 
Yer in themſelves no fear of death they had, 
Bur one &. icad for the ochers death was ſad, 


The 
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Lt. 4: 


The Prieſt with Faulthion drawn ood ready there, 
With a coutſe fillet bound-abour his hair, 

Bur when ſhe knew her Brochers voice, (he came 

And did embrace him thac ſhould have been lain, 
And being glad ſhe lefrchephace, and then + + 

She chang'd the rices, which Dias did contemn.. 
Unco this fartheſt region I am ceme, 

Which even Gods and men do likewiſe ſhun. 

Theſe barbarous rites near my country are maintain'd, 
If a barbarous eeuntry may be Quid's Land ? 

May thoſe winds bear me back, which cook Oreſtes 
When Ceſar is appeas'd fof my offence, * (hence, 


ELEGIEYV. 


Hy grief to bu friend be doth reveal, 
Whoſe name he on purpoſe doth canceal. 


Chicfeſt friend *monrgſt choſe were loy'd of me, 
The only ſanQuary to my miſery, 
By whoſe ſweer ſpeech my foul reviv'd again, 
| As oyle pour'd in, revives the watching flame; 
Who didſt not fear a faichful port ro open, 
And refuge ro my ſhip with Thunder broken, 
With whoſe revenues | ſupply*d ſhould be, 
1f Ceſar had cook my awn goods from me. 
While violence of che time doth carry me, 
| Thy nawe's almoſt ſlipr our of nemory ? 
Yer thou doſt know'r, and touched with che flame, 
Of praiſe deſt wiſh hou migheſt rby (elf proclaim, 
If theu wouldR ſuffer it, I thy name would give, 
And make them that they ſhould thy fame believe. 
| fear my grareful verſe ſhonald hureful be, 
Or unfecaſonable honour ſhould bur hinder thee, 
Since this is'fafe, rejoyce within thy mind, 
Thar I remember thee chat thou were kind. 
And 


TRISTIOM. 


" And as thoudoſt, ro help with Oares ſtrive, - 
Till Ceſar pleas'd, fame gentler wind artive; 
And Qtill bear up my head which nene can ſave,” 
Bur he that plung! d mein the Stygian wave, 
And which. is rare, be conſtant to the endy - 

In every office of a ſtedfaft friend, 

'So may thy forrune happily proceed, 

Thar thou no help, bur others thine may more, 
May ſo thy Wife 1 goodnels equal thee, þ 
And in thy bed may d:ſ{cord {eldome be. 

May by kindred: love be untothee no other, 
Than that was ſhew'd to Caſtor by his Brother. 
May fo thy ſon be like thee, and in's prime, 

By his carriage may they know him to be thine, 
May thy Daughter make thee a Fatherslaw to be, 
And give the Name of Grand-father co rhee. + | 


ELEGIE VI. 


Though time all things doth af wage, 
Yet bs ſorrow more doib rage. 

So that being tyr'd at length, 1 \ 
To bear bis grief be had ao ftreagth. 


N time the Oxe endures the labouring ploagh, 

And to the croc ked yck: his neck doth boy; 
4n time the Horſe do. hto the reins ſubmir,- - - 
And gently rakes into þis mouth the bir.. 
In crime the Aﬀrick Lyons older grows: wr 
INNor do they til] their former fierceneſs ſhow. 
Time mak:s the grape ro ſucll uncil ihe $kin 
Can ſcaice contain the wine that is within. . - 
Time brings the ſced unto an car ar laſts” | 


And mak:th Apples to be {weer in caſte... 1 1 


Time wearcs the plough-ſhare that doth eur wa clay 
The Adamant and Flint it wears away. 
This 
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This by degrees fierce anger doth appeaſc, 

Ic Jeffers "Hank and aFhearcs + 5- qr 4 ; 
Thus length of cime can every thing impair, 
Except it be the burthen of my care. 

Since I was baniſhe corn hath _ chreſhry' 
The Grapes have ewice with naked feer been p 
Yer in this time no paticnce can I gain, | 
My mind moſt freſhly doth her gricf cerain, 

Even as old Oxen often (hun the yok, 

And the horſe will not be bridled that was broke. 
My preſent grief is worſe than thar before, 
Which by delay encreaſcs more and more, 


Preſent griefs berrer known than paſt griefs are, 


And being berrer known they bring more care. 

Befides, *cis ſomerhbing,when we bring freſh Rrengrth, 

And are not tyr'd betore with gricfs [ad length, 

The new wraſtler on the ycllow ſand is ſtronger, 

Than he whoſe arms are tyr'd with ſtriving longer : 

The unwounded Fencer, berrer is than he, 

Within whoſe bloud the weapons dyed be, 

A new builr ſhip reſiſts the winds fell power, 

When an old one's broken with the ſmalleſt ſhower; 

And we more patiently before did bear, _ 

Thoſe ſorrows which by time cncreaſcd are - 

Believe it, Igrow fainr, and I am ſure, 

My body will not long thele griefs cadure. 

My ſtrength nor colour doth nor now abide, 

And my.leanskin my bonescan ſcarcely hide. 

My body and my mind roo is nor well, 

Which on che cliought of grief doth alway dwell : 

The Cicy and my friends both abſenr are, od 

And Wifc, than whom there's none to me ſo dear ; 

Bur the Scythians and a rout of Getes here be, * © 

Bur abſcnr things and preſenc rrouble me: : / | 

One hope there is wbich yields me ſome relief, 

Thar dearh will give an end vn my grief. 
: " G ©  ""ELEGILE 


TRISTIUM. 


ELEGIEVIL, , 


He doth bere excuſe bis friend 
That no letters to bim did ſend. 


Frer cold winter twice the Sun bath come, 


Why was not thy right hand-ceady for to ſhew 
Thy love by wriring verſes, though a few ? 
When I did open any letters ſeal, 
Why did I hope ic nould thy Name reveal > 
I hope many a Letter harh been writ by thee, 
Though none of them were yet deliver'd mes 
1 ſooner will believe Meduſa's head, 
With ſnaky heirs was round encompaſſed, 
Or Scyla, or Chymera"'s monſtrous frame, 
Lyon and Serpent parred with a flame. 
Or thar the Minotaure harh ever been, 
Or Cerberys with his tripple Dogs face ſeen, 
Or Sphyuzx, or Harpies, Gyanrs thar had feer, 
Like Serpents, Gyges, or the Centaures fleer. 
I will believe rbeſe things may ſooner be, 
Than that theu-art chang?d and haſt forgorten me, 
For many Mountains now *rwrer thee and 1, 
And many Rivers, Fields, attd Seas, do Iyc, 
And many things thy Lertcrs may prevent, 
Fram coming to us, which from thee were ſent. 
Overcome theſe lers by writing ofrto us, * 
That I may nor alwaies excuiſc thee thus. 


| ELEGIE yIIL, 
- Ovid grieves that be is ſent, 
Jn his old age to baniſhment. 
Y remples like the ſwans ſoft feathers are, 


' Now 1dlc age and weak years coming be, 
And new co bear my ſelf doth trouble me. 


ks. 


; And rbrough tbe Fiſhes rwice his journey run ; 


And white old age doth cover my black haiſs 
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Now all my former labours I ſhould <nd, 
And witbouc fear my life in quier ſpend 3 
And naw my mind ſhould cake ber reſt ac leiſure; 
And in my Rudy I ſhould'live ac pleaſare, | 
To my bouſe and Gods, ſome bonour I ſhould granr, 


And my Fathers Lands,which now their Maſter wanc, 


That in my Nephews or wives boſome I, 
Wichin my Country mighc grow old and dics 
Thus formerly I hop*d my age ſhould end 2 
And thusT had delery'd theſe = ro ſpend, | 
The Gods were nor pleas'd, I being coſt, 
By rempeſts, am in Sarmatiaſcr ar laſt. 
The bruiſed ſhips are drawn imo the Dock, 
Leaſt in the Middle ſtream they ſhould be broke. 
Leaſt the horſe ſhould ſhame his -gorren vitcy paſts 
In rhe meadow he is pur to graze at laſt : 
The Souldier thar's unfic his arms to bear, 
Hangs up his Armour which he once did wear . 
So ſince with age my ſtrength is now decreaſed; 
It is time I ſhould from labour be releaſed. ; 
Ic is no time inforain lands to tay, 
Nor ar n Getich ſpring my ebirſt to allay. 
But in my Garden now to rake delight, 
And then again to enjoy the Ciries ighr. 
And thus my mint nor knowing fucure ill, 
I wiſthe I mighc io age live quier ſtil], 
The fares withſtood, and give me a happy time 
Ar fiſt, burloaded cheſe laſt days of mine t 
And fifry years being ended wirhoue ſtain, 
Inthe worſt of mytife 1 bear rhe blame, 
Being neare unto che warke ac which 1 aim'd, 
The remainder of my life ſad ruin gain'd. 
The Chariot of my life was oyerthrowns 
Whea it unco rhe goale was almoſt come; 
And *gzinſt me have enforc'd him ro be wrath, 
Thzn whom the world net one more ACT” | 
| TT” 


a... K 


4 
TRISTFAM. 


Though my offence ore-came hi s clemency;: 
To grant me life he never did deny: -.-: +: + 
Burgear the Norch-pole I:my lite muſt lead, _. 
In the lan d which by the Euxine Sea doth ſpread, . 
Had rhe Delphias Oracle rold theſe things ro me; 
Thar place had ſecm'd rhenmoſt vain ro be, - 
There's nothing though the Adamaiit it contain, 
Thar can' be: ſtrooger than-Foves ſudden flame. _ 
There's nothing is ſo high or plac's above 
Danger , bur that it is ſct:under: Fove, t' 
Th-ugh part of my grief did come by my own faulr, 
Yet Ceſars wrath my utcer ruin wrought, | 
Bur be you now admoniſh'd by my fare, 
| To pleaſe that man who <quals gods in ſtate. 
ELEGIE'TX, 
Herve be doth admoniſh one, 
That be Procecd not to do bim Wrong. 


Lnce rhou art content L will conceal thy name, 
And drench thy deeds in Lgtheau waves again. 
and thy late tears our mercy ſhall o're- come, 

So thou repeat of thor which thoa haſt done... 

Bur if barred of us ſtill rhy boſome warmes, 

My unhappy-grief muſt rake up forced arms. . 

Though 1 am baniſhr. ro the farcheſt lands, 

My anger may from chence-reach our her hands, 

All right of laws greac Ceſar did megran', ; 

My puniſhment is, any.Country for to want. .. 

And if he l;ve, ''we may. hope our return, | 

The Oake looks green, which;lighrning once did bury. 

If I had nopower tg revenges, at length, 

The Muſes cben would.lend me help and:ficengrh ; 
Thovgh in the Scythian coaſty, 1 hace do lies 
Whereas the ſairy ſignes are ever dry. : TEIEAE) 
Yer trough laige ſpacious lands my-praiſe ſhall go, 
And all zhe world my ſad complajac ſhall know. 
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What we ſpeak in'the Weſhy. unto.che Baſtſhall- 
And the Eaſt hall hear my, Weſtern barmony. -: . 
Beyond both lands and Seas they ſhall hear me, 
In a loud veice ſhall my lamenting be, . -- 
Nor ſhall che preſeac age chee oaly blame, 

Bur of poſtericy thou ſhalr be.che ſhame. 


I am now diſpol'd ro fight, though I have not blown - 


The rrumper, and 1 with no cauſe were known. 
Though the Circk ceaſe, che Bull doth caſt aloof 


The (and, -and beats the carth with his hard hoof 2 | 


And now my Muſe ſound the retreat again, 
While thar he may diſſemble his own name. 


'ELEGI1E X, 


Inthis ſweet Blegie at laſt, | 

Ovid ſhews bis life that's paſt. Fi 
Deſcribes his birth, and dath rehearſe, - 

How he took delight in verſe, 


Ofteriry rece ive me with delight, 5 
$. Por it is I that once of Love did write, 
Sulmo my country is where cald ſprings rifey -;.. 
And fifteen miles it from the City lies, 
Here was I born, and as you know right well, 
When both the Conluls by like forrune fell. 
* Beſides, 1 was heir ro my Grand-father by right, 
Nor made a gencle man by. fortunes might, 
After my Brocher I was born ac laſt, * 
Whea twelve months from his birch were fully paſt, 
And both of us were born. upen one day, | 
On which two wafer cakes we w'd to pay, 
Of thole five feaſts ro Pallas memory, 
This is che firſt which bloudy us'd ro be. 
Ferth-with we beingſyoung, by our Farhers carey 
Did go to men in Arc thar famous werey 
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My Brother in ſweet cloquence ' did delighe, 
B:zing bor) i wrong! wars of Courr to fiphr. 
Bur 1 diviner poeſy did favours 

And my Muſe did entice me'ro her labour, 

My Father ſzid, why arc rhoa thus enclin'd > 
Homer himſelf did leaye no wealth-behind. 
Mov'd with his words, I lefe the Muſes well, 
And unto writing proſe I ſteaight-way fell. 
Bur then my lines would inro numbers run, 

And whar | writ would ftraighr a yerſe become, 
In the mean rime, years in filence going on, - 

I and my brother rook the'freer gown, 


The purple robes our ſhonlders now did cloſthe, 


And in our firſt tudies we delighred both. 

Ar twenty years my brother di'd, and then 
To want parr of my ſelf I fir began, 

The honours due to youth we both did take, 
And of the three men I a pmte-djd moke, 
Being forc'd into the Senare at the lengrh. 
Thar burden ir was greater than my ſtrength, 
My mind nor body could no-pains abide, 

And I did always ſhun ambirious pride, 

The Aouian fifters bid me ſeck ſafe leiſure, 
Wherein indeed { always rook great pleaſure. 
1 lov'd and cheriſh'd Poets of Noe cime, 

For I did think thi Poets were divine, 

Old Meacey read ro me in verſe, of Birds, 
Whar hearbs are hurtful, and whar hels affords. 
 Ofren Propertive did his love recite, 


Joyn'd upco me even by acquainrance right, + 


Pouticus in Heroicks, Billns in lambjecks rare, 
Theſe co my ſweer _—_— always were. 
And Yoraces nun>ers did my car delighr, * 
While he ſmooth verſe unto the Warp dorh ftcike, 
Virgil:I only ſaw, and 'coverous faces | 
Tibutius from my friendfhip hence rranſ)orss, 


He 
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T TI B, 
He was Gallus ſuceefTour, Propertiue followed him , 

In courfe-of time I was rhe fourth came in. 

As | my elders, my youngers m8 renown, 

And my Thalia ſoon abroad was known 

Twice was my beard curs when IL. did rehearſe 

Unto the people firſt my yourhful verſe, 

One call*d Corinna by a feigned name, 

In praiſing her did exerciſe Js vein. 

Much did L wrice, but what I tanlty deem'd, 

1 gavethem ro che fire for ro amend. 

And when 1 fled, I burnt ſome things I lov'd, 

For with my verſc and ſtudy | was moy'd. 

A light occafion would moye wy ſofr hearts * 

Which ſoon would be o*'recome by Cupid's Dart, 

Yer with loves fire being quickly ſer on flame, 

There was no ſcandal went under my name, 

To me a boy, an unthifcy witc they aſlign, 

Who was marricd co me buc a licrle cime. 

My nexc wife though ſhe were withour all blame, 

Yer in my bed (he did nor long remain. 

My laſt abides cheſc lazrer years, and can 

Endure co be wife to a baniſh'd man, 

My ſecond Daughtcr did two busbands take, 

And cwice 2 grand-facher of me did make. 

My Farther now his life even Gaiſhe had, 

While nine times four years he co mine did add, 

I wept for him, as he would have done for mc, 

And then my Mother dyed preſendy. 

Happy and timely xo the grave they wenr, 

Becauſe they di'd before my baniſhmear. 

And I am happy, fince while they did live 

Thcy had no cauſe at all for me co grieve, 

Tf ought remain unto the dead bur names, 

And the thin Ghoſt do ſcape the Funcral flames ; 

If you my Parenss hear ſome ſad report, 

And that my faults are ns the Stygian Courts 

4 


Know 


TRISTJIUM. 


Know then ( whorg t6 deceive is nor-my intent) - 
_ nor wickedneſs caus*'d my baniſhmenc, 
us much ro rhe dead, ro you I now returny 
Ttrar the aftions of my life would fain diſcern, 
Now whiteneſs, when my beſt years ſpended:were, 
Came on and mingl'd with my ancient haire, 
The ho ſc- man with Piſean Olive crown'd, 
Hath ſince my birch gor ten prizes renown'd, 
When 2s che Emperors wrath doth me commanJ1 
To Tomos which by Euxine Sca doth ſtand, 
I need not ſhew the cauſc of my (ad fall, 
Which is already roo well known co all. 
Whar ſhall 1 ſhew the rreacherous intent, 
Of friends and ſervants , bad as biniſhmcnt. | 
Yer my mind ſcorn'd ro yield cogriet ar length, 
And ſhew*d her ſelf invincible in ſtrength. "© 
And forgerring of my quier life, I rhan 
'To rake arms in my unwonted hand began. 
In more pcrils I By ſea'and land have been, 
Than ſtars between che ſhining Poles are ſeen, 
Ac laſt 1 arrived ar rhe Getich coaſt, ie 
yn*d ro Sarmatia, being with errors toft. 
hough noiſe of wars do round abour me rage, - 
Yer by my verſe I did my grief affwage. 
Though chere be none that can my words receive, 
Yer thus I do the day alone deceive, oo” 
In that I live and labour ſtill berwedn, 
And thar the time doth not ro me long ſeem.” 
Thanks Muſe ro thee, for thou doſt yield relicf, 
Thou arr the eaſe and medicine of my grief. 
Thou art my guide, from Ifter m2 doft bring, 
And placeſt me in the He/iconier ſpring. 
And haſt gipzen me 1m my life rime a great name, 
Which after dearh is given ſtill by fame. + 
Bnvie which doth ar preſent rhings repine, 
Hath never binten any work of mine, 


Though 


TB Y. 
Though many Poers in this age forth came, 
Yer fame was never envious tro my name. 

| Iprefer'd many who of me ſtill ſed 
No leſs, and through che world I ſhall be read. 
If Poers any truth do Prophefie, © - 

1 ſhall nor all be earth when 1 do'die. 
If favour or my verſe gave me this fame, 
Kind Reader I dothank the for the ſame, © - 
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He writeth bere unto bis frienf, * 6! 
To whom he doth this book comment. 


His Book-which cometh fromthe Getich hore, 
Add thou ( my friend unto the othet four, *. 

For this is like unro the Poers rimes,  _*©. 
And thou ſhalc find no ſweernl(s in my lines.. - 
My verſe ad forrung full of ſorrow be, 
My maccer with my writing dorh agree + 
Being happy, in 2 pleaſanc veine I wrir, 
Buc now alaſs I do repeat of ir, | 
Bur when I fel!, my-ſ#d chance T protlaim, 
And | my felf the Argumenr do frame, 4 
Even as the Swan that on the banck doth lie. 
Bewails her ſelf when ſhe is near ro'dye. 
So 1 being caft on the Safmatich ſhoare, 
My own ſad funeral do here deplore. 
If any do in wanton verſe delight, 
I adviſe him nor to read whar 1 do'write 
Gallus and ſweet Propertina fiter be, ," 
Whoſe names-do flouriſh ſtill in memory. 
And in their number would I might'not fall, 
Alas why hath wy Muſc eycn ſpoke ar all 2 mij 
Þ | [ 
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Bur chou mate cruel wouldſt my rears reſtcaire 


FT" IF 


Bue now ro Scythie for 2 puniſhment, 

He: rhat did write of quivercd- love is ſen.” * 
Yer [ have bent wy friends unto my vein, 
And bid chew ro þ: mindful of my INamez 
If ſome would kaow why, I 6 much do ling 
Of grief, aſcribe ix xo my luffccing, 

Wc do nor now eompole with will and Art, 
$5rcow dorh ro che marrec wit impart. 
How ſmall a parcof prief is in my verſe ! 


He's happy that his ſufferings canrehearle, 


As ſhrubs in wood, orſands which Tybey gild, 
@c the ſoft blades of graſs in Marſes field, 

So many miſeries do we now cndure, 

Of which my Maſes are the only cure. 

If thou aik when @pid cods his weeping lincs ? 
I anſwer, when I find more happy cimes. 

She chis complainc from a full ſpring affords, 
Thiey are not mine, bur my wil. 

If ro nie my Wife and Country thou reſtore, 
I ſhall be merry as 1 was before. 

If Ceſar's wrath ra mc becomd more milde, 
1'l give thee yerſes rhac with mirth are fill'd, 
Yer ſhall my wricing not ſo j-:| again. 
Though once ic ran out in a wanton ycine, 
V'le fing whar (hall by Ceſar be approv'd, 
If char I might b= from che Getes iemov'd. 
Till chea fad marter- in my books ſhall be, 
This pipe doth unto funcrals agree. 

Bur thou mayſt fay, *cwero berier for ro cover 
Thy griefs, and i 


forruncs words, 


rive in filence them to {morher, 


Thou wouldſt have rorments, yer ao groans reſound, 


Thou bidſt him porro weep that bath a wound. 
In that Bull which Pill once did frame 
Phaleris ſuffex'd them to roar and complain. 
And Priam's tears, AcbiBles did nor blame, 


When 
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. | when Dian Niobe did childleſs leave, 
She did ner bid her that ſhe ſhould not grieve. 
'Tis ſomerhing þy words-to caſe ſorrows vein, 
Which maketh Progae always co _—_ 
This made Peantine in « cold Cave lye, 
Wearying the Lenmian rocks even with his cry. 
Sorrow conceal'd doth choak and inward ſwell, 
Keſtrainr ro gather ftrengeh doth ir compel. = 

| Then pardon me, or leave my works even quite, 

If chey barm thee which do me much dclighr. 

Bur yet they can be burrful unto none, 

Which only have rheir Auchor overthrown 

| confels they are ill, who bids thee rake them then t 
Or who forbids thee lay rhem down again. | 
Yer that they may be read ar laſt of chee, - 

More barbarous chan the placethey cannot be. 

Rome with her Poers ſhould nor me compare. 

Though *mongſt rhe Seureomeates 1 witry were. 
Laſtly, Lſcek no glory ro obtains | 

Nor that which ſpurs up wir, aſpiring fame : 

I would nor have my mind co waſt with care, 

Whicb {t4l breaks in rbough they forbidden are, 
This makcs me write, bur if you 2sk why Iſend 
Theſe books, it is ro vifie you my friend. 


ELEGIE Il. 


He bids his wiſe not to fear, + 

To extreat Czſar that be wonld hear 
His caſe, and aſter be content, 

To graut bim milder baniflhmens, 


| en a lerrer comes from Ponta art thou pale ? 
Why dees.rhy band in opening it even tajl ? 

Fear nor, I am well, my body which I long 

Did ne*re inure ro pains; now groverh ſtrongs © a 


# 
” 
: 
1 
N , 

1 Fi 

, 

$8 

4 

: 

- 
"= 


3 : Ls ; 
1 S 


| Andbeing vext, by nle.doth waxc more hard, 
Or rhar co be ſick, rime is now debar'd : 

And yer my mind of ſtrength dothiger no more, 
My affc&ions are the ſame they were before. 


As if they were new made pur me to pain 3 - 
Time hath ſome power xo heal a. little croſs, 
Bur greater ſorrows do by time grow worle. . 
Peantins ten whole yeais char wound did fecd, | 
Which from the poyſoncd {nake did firſt proceed. 
Lex parc then of my grief his wrath appeaſe, 
And let him rake ſome drops from the full ſeas. 
Though he cake off wuch, .ycr much remain ftill hall, 
Parr of my puniſhmenc will be like re all; © -- 
As ſhells on (hoaze, or flawers on beds of Roſes, 
Oc as the grains which Pappy firſt diſcloſes. 
As beaſts in woods, er fiſh in waters {wims, 
Or birds do bcar the gencle. air with wings: 
So many are my griefs, and 1 as well 
The drops of the Icarien Sea may cell, "0 4 
Though L hide my dangers bork by ſca and Lands 
And how wy life was ſoughc. by every hand : ©: . 
In the barbarous part of all rhe world I lics . 
Which is cncompaly'd by the enemy. _ 
Since my crime 1s nor bloudy, | ſhould be 
Conveyecd hence, if than djdſi;carefor me. 
That God on whem the Roman power doth lces 
Hath been moſt milde uno. the cnemy. + IP 
Why de'ſt thou doubr'?  go.and intrear for me, - , 
Than Ceſar no man can moze gentle beg --- 
Whar (hall I do if rhou doſk me forſake ? 
And from the broken yoke thy neck doſt cake, 


Thoſe wounds which I thought time wouldcloſc again, | | 


And whcnee ſhall I ſome comfort now provide 2- -; -- 


Since that, my ſhip doch ar-no anchor tide. / \/ 
He ſhall lee, 3nd tothe Altar 1 will cun,; | 
The Altaf,which ao bangs ac all. doch ſhun. 


{ 


« 
x 
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I abſent to the abſent powers will ſpeak, 
If that a man to Fove his mind may break. 
Thou Ruler of the Empire in whoſe ſafcry, 


; The Go4lsdo ſhew their care of Italy ; 


The glory and example of thy land, >Þ 
Great as the world which theu doſt command, *%-:.. 
So dwell on carth, thar heaven may chee defire, 
And ſlowly to the promis'd ſtars aſpire. 

Spare me, and take ſome chunder back apain. 
Enough of puniſhmenc will ſtill remain, 

Thy wrath is milde, thougraneſt me co live, 

And the right of a Citizen co me didſt give. 

Nor was my ſubſtance given away, and than, 

Thy Edi&s calls me not a baniſhc man. 

All which I fear*d, cauſe I did thee incenſe, 

But thy wrach was more milde than my offence. 
To baniſh me te Poxtus rhou didft pleaſe, 

While that my Ship did cur the Scythian Seas. 
Thus fenr, ,ar the Euxine ſhores | landed raight, 
W hich under the cold Pole are ſcicuare, 

Nor with the cold aire here more vex*d am 1, 


' Nor hoary froſt which on the clods doth lie: 


Oc thar they are ignorance of che Latin rongue, 
And Grecian fpeech by Getich is o'1come, 

As that I am encompal»'d reund with war, 
So thar within the walls we ſcarce f(afe are : 
Sometimes there's peace, bur yer no cruſt (hereing 
We fear the wars until che wars begin. 

So | remoye, may Charibdss me devour, 

And ſend me down unto the Stygian power. 

In :aa"s lcorching flame 1*le burn with caſe 
Oc be thrown ingo the Lexcadian ſeas. 

For to be miſcrable I do nor refuſe, 

Bur yer a ſafer miſery 1 would chuſe. 


ELEGIE 


TRISTITHM. 

.ELEGIE IL 
To Bacchus that be would but ſpeak, 
To Czſar and for bim eutreat. 


1cchus, this day the Poers keep ro thee, 
If inthe time I nor deceived be. 
't yang ſweer garlands round abour their bead, 
While much in praiſc of wine by chem is ſaid. 


'._, Mongſt whom while I was ſuffered by my fare, 


I made up one, whem thou didſt not then hate. 
Bur now plac'd under the ſtars of the Bear, 
Sarmatia holds me to the Getes ſo near, 

I rhat did lead a lifc from labour tree, 

Fn my ſtudy or. in the Muſes company : 

Now Getichs weapons laſh on every band, 
Having ſutfercd much before by ſea and Jand. 
Wherher fate or angry Gods did this aſſign, 

Or thar the Parce frown'd at my birth-rime ? 


Yer by thy power thou ſhouldſt bave helped me, 


One of the adorers of thy lvie tree. 

Or can no God ever alter.that decree, 

Which once the faral Ladys Prophefic. 

T hou by deſert in Heaven a ſear doſt hold, 
And mad thy way through labours manifold > 
Nor did thy Country always thee contain, 
Burt to the Getes and ſnowy Strymon came. 

To Pe;ſzs and ro Ganges wandring, ſtream, 
And a!l thoſe waters Indians drink unclean, 
The Parce tbar the fatal thicads do ſpin, 

To thee twice born, ewice this decree did fing, 
If T by che Examplc of the Gods may go, 

A haideftate of life doth keep me low 3 

And in as heavy a manner as he fell, 


Whom Jouve tor bragging did from Thebes expe! . 
' When thou heard t thy Pocr was thus chunder-ſtruck, 


For thy mothers ſake ſome grief rhou mighrit bave 
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And looking on thy Poets might ſay thus, 
One here is wanting that much honouwr'd us. 
Hclp Bacchus, and may ſo a double vine, 
Bucden rhe Elme, the grapes being full of wine. 


 'So may the Bacche with the Satyres be, 


Ready to make an amazed cty to thee. 

And may Lycargus bones be hardly preſt, 
And Penthegs ghoſt from corment never ceſt. 
So may thy wives clear crown within the sky 
Shine ever, and excel thoſe ſtars are nigh, 


; Come hither and help me in my ſad eſtace, 


Remember I was one of thine of lace. 
The gods have one ſociety, ſtrive co encline | 
Grear —_ power by that ſame power of thine. 
And you Pocts that my fellow ſtudents be, 
Take wine, and after pray the ſame for me. 
And ler ſome of you, when Ovids name he hears, 
Ser down the cup and mingle ic with tears, 
Saying when he:doth all the rcſt cſpy, 
Where's Quid, once one of our company ? 
Do this if my candour did deſerve your love, 
Or if 1 ne?ce did any line reprove, © 
If while 1 reverence former men chat writ, 
] am held equal nor beneath in wit : 
If with Apolle's favour. you would frame 
A verſe, then keep among you ſtill my name, 
E LEGIE VL 

This Letter bere doth well deſcry, 

Ovid's grief and miſery, 

And it praiſeth much a friend, 

That was conſtant to the end. 

Owids Lener, from the Exxine Land 
Am tome, being ryred both by ſea and land : 

Who weeping ſaid, go chou and viſic Row e, 
Thy ſtate is decter chan my fatal doom. | 
6 Weeping 


TRISTIUOM. 


Weeping he wric me, nor athis mouth would wer 


The ſcal; which'ro his moiſt cheeks he did ſer. 
If any one my cauſe of gricf would know, 

He wiſhes 1 che ſumm ro him ſhould ſhows : 

He ſces no leaves in woods, in fields no graſs, - 
Nor how the water in full ſtreams doth paſs. 
He may ask why Priam griev'd for Hefors ſake, 
Why Philofites groan'd, ung by a Snake. 
Would rhe Gods would put him into ſuch a ſtare, 
That he (hoald have nocauſe ro wail his fate; 
Yet as he oughr he endures his miſerys, 

Nor likc a wild horſe from his bridle flys - 

| He hopes thar Ceſars. wrath will nor till laſt, 
Knowing no wickednels in his faults rhax's paſt, 
He calls ro mind great Ceſar's clemency, 
Which by himſclf he doth exemplifie. 

For that he keeps his wealth, and ftill doth live, 
 AndsaCirizen,' all this be dorh give. 

Yer thee ( if thou bcliev*ſt me) he doth bcare, 
Always in mind, and above all things dexr, 

His Patroclus and Pylades thou ſhalt be, 

His Theſens 2nd Eu yalus he calls thee : 

Nor doth he wiſh his Country more to ſee, 

And rhoſc things which with it now abſent be, 
Than to ſee thy face, than hony ſweeter ſtill ; 
With which the 4ttich Bee che Hive doth fill, 
Oft being ſad, the time ro mind he doh call, 
And grives that death did-not prevent his fall : 
When ſome my ſudden miſery did ſhun, 

Nor corhtEthicthold of my houſe would come : 
He remembers thou moſt faichful didſt remain, 
If any two or three a few do name, | 
And though 2m: zed he did then perceive, 

Thar thou as much as he bimſclf didſt grieve. 
Thy words'and fighs he uſually declares, 
And how his boſome was wer with thy rears. 
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Of which. he ſays he will-be mindful ever} 


Whether he [ee day, orthe earth him coyer. 

He would ſwear ever by his head and thine, 
Which as his own he eſteemed ar rhar time. 

He ſhall cecurn thy love full chanks again, 

Nor ſhall chy Oxen plough rhe ſhoare in vaine © 
Defend. a baniſh'd man; { azkwhac he © 
Himſelf dah not ask, chat hath well known thee: 


ELEGTE V, 


Hu Wives birth be doth celebrate, 
And prays ſbe may be fortazate., - ' 


Y Wives birch-day:due honour doth expe, 


My hands do nor thoſe holy rites neg}e 
1 bus #/yſſes inthe fartheſt parc of all 
The world, did keep a ſolemn feſtival. 
Let now my tongue forger paſt griefs again, 
Which I fcar bath forgor good words to frame. 
Thar garment which 1 once-a year do take, 
I'le wear being white, and unlike ro my fare. 
And a green Alcar ſhall of turf be made, ' 
And a garland round about rhe Alrar laid, | 
Boy give me incenſe making a farflame, - 
And wine char inthe fire may hiſs again. 
Birth-day, I wiſh thar rbou may-ſtill come hers 
P coſperous, and unlike ro mine appear, 
If any ill-fare hover o're my wife, 
Ler me endure it in my wretched life. 
And let my ſhip bruis'd wich a grievoas florme, 
Saile.on her-way through ſafe ſeas wichoutharm, 
ln her bouſe and country ler ber take delights 
*L'is enough that theſe are raken; from my lighc, 
Though in her husband ſhe unhappy be, 
Lec her orher parc of life from clouds be free. 
May the live and love her abſenrhusband now, - 
And ſpcnd thole latter ps allow, - 
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And mine to0p buy I fgar my fare would yive. 
Some infe@ion to thoſe years which ſhe dorb live. 
Nothing is certain” for who'd bing;thar I, - 
Should * mongſt the Geces kecp rhis ſolemnicy > | 
Look how the wind towards 1taly now drives 

The ſ{moak, that fromthe incenſe doth arile.. 
There 15 ſenſe inthe clouds,: which fire doth (how, 
Bur what jr doth. porrend; 1 do nor not know, 
When thoſe brothers once did ſacrificing ſtand, 
Who after were ſlain by each others hand ; . 

In rwo parts the black fl#ttte did upward go, 

As if it were by them commirided fo, © *\ 

1 retmember once. | (aid jr could-nor be, -- | 


Aud Cbalimachus was not bitiev'd of met 


Now I bclicyc, fince thou wife fmoak do'it bend 
For the Notth, and cowards{taly do'ſt aſcend. 
This is the Day, which-if ir had nor been, 

No feaſt-day had of wrerched me been ſcen : 
This day brought vertues. char meſt equal were, 
To thoſe ſame men whoſe famcs did ſhine moſt clear, 
Chaſtity and conſtancy with ber were born, 

Bur ne joyes began upon'rchac dayfortorn.” 

Bur labour, cares, and f:d adverſity, 

And like a widdow all alone:tolic. 

Yet goodhiefs by adycrfiry tis rry'd, 


- And prais'd char doth im/bardeſt rimes abide; 


Had #/yſſes ſeen no croubles in his/days, 

Penelope bad been happy without praiſe. 

Evaine had lain in the earth unknown, 

If her husband conquerour frem Thebes had come, 
Ot Pelias Daughbrers-one is prais*d by fame, * 
Becauſe ſhe married! an unhappy man. 

Had anorher firſt gone. on the Trojan ſhore, 

Of Laodamia we ſhould hear no more + 

And that affc&jon had-been ſtill unknown, - - 
If chat a fair wind in my fails had blown 

bi a | - You 
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You Gods, and Ceſar, which co you ſhall go 
Whea he hath liv'd out Nefftors years below, 
Spare nor me, who due puniſhment receive, - 
Bus her that doth unworchily now grieve. 


"ELEGIE VI. 


Here be doth entreat his friend, - 
Not t0 leave him ia the end. 


Hou thar wert once the hope of my aFairs, 
A refuge and a haven to my cares. 

Dutt thou forget thy friend in miſery > 
That pious office doſt thou now lay by ? 
My burden thou ſhould*f not have undergone, 
If in thistime chou woul@'ſ have laid ir down, 
Palinurys thou in the ſea doſt leave my barke, 
Fly nor, bur be thou fairhful in thy Acr, 
Autamedon in the bartel never fled, 
Not left Achilles horſe unmanaged. 
Podalius whom he took to cure, would ſtill 
Give him thar belp he premis'd by his skill, 
Bercer nor take, than to chruſt forrh a gueſt, 
Ler my hand on thy Alrar firmly reſt: 
To maintain me ar firſt thoudid'ſt intend, 
Mc and thy judgemenc do thou now defend. 
If thar there be no new offence of mine, 
To make thee change rhy faich for any crimey 
My bceath which I in Scythia ferch fo flow, 
I wiſh may firſt our of my body go, 
E*ce any ftaulc of mine thy breaſt do moye, 
Or char | ſeem leſs worthy of thy love. 
We are nor ſo by unjuſt fares oppreſt; 
Thar length of miſcry ſhould diſturb my breaRR, 
Suppoſe it were, how often did Oreſtes, 
Speak froward words againſt his Pjlades. 
Nay it is true that he did ſtrike his friends 
Yer in friendſhip he continued to the end. 
i H 2 
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In this the wrerched with the rich are even, 
Thar unto berh much flactery is given. 

We give the way unto the blind, and thoſe 

Who are fear*'d,becauſe rhey wear rhe purple cloarhes: 
You ſhould ſpare my fortune though you ſpare nor me, 
There is no place now angry for to be, 

Chuſe the le3ft ſorrow which I do ſuſtain, 

*Tis more than that whereof thou doſt complain,_ 
As ditches hidden are with many a reed, "þ 
Or as the Becs, which do on Hyble feed, 

Or like thoſe grains which by the Ants are found, 
And in a ſmall path carried under ground, 

Even ſuch a troop of ſorrows compaſs me, 

Believe me, my complaint might greater be, 

He that is net content herewith, 'may pour 

W ater tothe Sez, orſands unto the ſhore, 
Therefore rhy unſcaſonable rage appeale, 

Nor leave my (ails in the midlt of the Seas. 


"ELEGIE VII 
Hu miſeries he here repeats. PE 
with the manners and babi: of the Geres. 


His lerrer which thou readſt,from thence did come 
Where Iſter into the green ſea doth run, 
If cnou enjoy*ſ thy life and ſweereſt health, 
1 ſhall be fortunate in that my ſel : | 
Doubrleſs dear:friend thou askeſt how Þ do ? 
Which though Þ filent were, 'yerthou maieſt know 
F am wretched, this my ſumme of grief doth give, 
Who c©ce offenderh Ceſer ſo ſhall live. 
If rhou wouldſt know the people of this region, 
Of Tomos, and their manners and condition. 
Though Getes and Grecians here do ſpread it o'1ey 
This land of rugged Geres containech more, 
The Sarmatians and the Getes continually, 
In croopes pon their Horſcs do paſs by. 
: x | | "Mong 
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* Mongſt which eheres none; bur bears bis bow in ſhew,, 
And Arrews which with vipers bloud look blew. 

A wilde voice,ficrce look,deaths rrueft ſhape they haves 
And then their hair and beard they never ſhave. 
They are ready with a knife to give a wound, 
Which ever ſalvage by his ſide hath bound : 
Wirh rheſe he lives, - who of you wiil mindful be, 
Thy Poer ( Friend ) doth-theſe beth bear aud ſee. 
And may he live,and in this place ne*re die, 
Thar my ghoſt from this hated place may fly, 
Thou writ*ſt my verſe in Theaters is ſung, 
And that a loud applauſe ro them is rang. 
Thou know'ſ I have done nothing in ſtage<ways, 
Nor is my muſe ambirious of applauſc. 
Yer I like ir that my memory they retains 
And of a þaniſh'd man keep up the name : 
Though when I rhink what burt once from chem came, 
I curſe my Muſes, and my verſe again, 
And having curs'd, I capnor them forſake, 
Thoſe weapens bloudied in my wounds I rake, - 
Th: ſhip torn with Exboian.waves, yer after | 
Dares freely [ail in the Gaphariaz water. 
Yer | labour nor for. praiſe, nor rake I care, , ; « 
Te ger aname, which better goknown were, 
- With Rudy Idelight my mind, and try, 
To delude my ſorrows and my cares thereby. 
What ſhould 1 do on this fame deſarr ſhore 2 
Whar other help for gricf can I imploce ? 
The place ic ſelf is unpleaſant unto me, 
And nothing in the world can ſadder be. 
The men are ſcarcely worthy of thac names 
More cruelry than welves they doretain. 
They fear no laws, the right doth yield ro wrongs 
The Laws arc by the warlike [word o*'re-come. | 
| To kecpoffcoldy they skins and mantles weare, - * 
And their grim Faces-are wa 


with long hairce 
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1a ſome of them ſome lirrle Greek is found, 
Whick is made barbarous by the Getieh ſound. 

- Amongſt theſe people rhere is ſcarce one man, 
That render common wordsin Latin can, 

I a Roman Poer ( pardon me l pray, 

You Moſes ) ſpeak in che Sarmatich way. 

I am aſham'd, yer through diſ-uſe 1 find 

Thar latine words come ſlowly to my mind. 
And many barbarous words this book deface, 
Which is rio fan)t of mine, bur of the place. 
Yer thar I may rhe latin rongue nor loſe, 

And thar 1 may till keep wy voice in uſe, 
Thoſe un=iſed words unto my ſelf I ſpeak, 

And to ſtudious colours Þ rerrear 2 

Thus 1 draw 6n the time, and my (elf bring, 
From the conremplation of my ſuftering, 
By verſe I ſeck to forget my miſcries, 

If I gm this by ſtudy, ir doth ſuffice. 


ELEGIE v1, 


To inveigh agaift ene be doth begin, 

Who bad railed firſt at him.  _ 

| { þ Hough I am fallen, yer'I'm above thee, 
| Than which there*s nothing can inferiour be. 

Whar makes thee, wicked-manz ro Remach me ? 
Inſulting in chat which may hap -tochee, 

Cannor my miſecries make thee fofr and milde ? 

For which the beaſts would weep though they are wilde, 

Fear'ſt chou nor fotrune on-a globe thar ſtands, 

Nor yer that hated Goddeffles commands Þ 

Rhamnuſea will on thee revenged be, 

Becauſe cheu-treag*ft upon my miſery, 

I have ſeen a ſhipwrack and men- caſt away, 

Yer that rhe warer was juſt nere did ſay, © 

Who once deni'd the poor ſome broken meats 


Is glad bimſelf of brgyed bread 0 ear; | 
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Forrune doth rove aokh an unconſtanc pas! x 
And ne're remaineth ccrtain-io one place, - 

Now ſhe is merry, then ſullen by and by, 

And conſtant only in inconſtancy, 

We flauriſht once, but ſoon thac flower did fadey. 
And this our ſudden blaze of ftrraw was made. -: - 
Yer leſt thou cruelly rejoyce im vain, 

I have ſome hope co pleaſe the Gods again. | 
My faulc is not wicked, rhowgh it merit blame 5 
And envy is wanting to eacreaſe my ſhame. 
Beſides, from fun-rifing rill he Toon doth yo, 
The world a milder man ea never ſhow. ; * 
And though he cannor be.o'recome by ftreageb, 
Intreaty makes his hearc grow ſofr. ar lengrb, 
And like the Gods t6 whom he ſhall go ar laſt, 
Will pardon me, and give more than I as, -- 
It you count rhe fair and foule days in a years 
You ſhall-find the day hath ofcner been clear 5 
Then leaſt chou joy in my ruine any-more,- 
Think Ceſar may me once again reſtore. 

Thipk char che Prince appeas'd, irmay come to-pals, 
Thar in the City thou mai'ſiſce my face. -.: 
And ſee thee baniſht for a: worſe faulr hes this, 
Which is the next unto my former wiſh, 


ELEGIE IX, 


He ſhews why his friend be dare not names... _ ... 
Or mention bim for fear of blame, ., __ 
E chou would'ſt ler chy name be in tny verſe,. 

Wow often then ſhould I rhy name rehearſe > 

ror thou the ſubjeR of my ſong ſhould'ſt be, 

And each leaf of my book ſhould mention rheg, 

My love tothee chroagh rhe Ciry ſhould ve ſpread, 

If baniſhr, I am in the 'Ciry read, *' 
þ T he preſent age, and latter ſhould know cher,.. fo 
If that my writings bear 5 pocjeuirh oils 10.4, Le 
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And the learned Reader praiſe to thee ſhould give, 
And be honour*d while thar I thy Poet live: * 
*Tis Ceſer*s gift rhar we do breathe this air ; 
After the Gods, thanks unco the due gre. 
He gaveme life, and thou do'ſt ir maintain, 
Thar lo L may enjoy thargifr again. ' 
"Some were diſmay*d my ruine for to (ce, 
And ſome diſmayed wero for company. 
And behold my ſhip-wrack from ſome hill on land, 
And to me [ſwimming would nor teach their hand. 
Thou cald*t me halfe dead from the Stygian water, 
And mad'ſt me to remember this hereafcer. 
May the Gods and Ceſ«y ſtill be friends to thee, 
My prayer cannot any larger be, 5 
Theſe .chings in my witry books I would have brought 
To light, if thou the ſame had firring thought. 
Now chough commanded for to hold her peace, 
My Muſe from naming thee can hardly ceaſe. 
As rhe couples cannot hold the firiving hound, 
When he the fooring of the Dear hath found. 
As the fierce horſe with beels and head doth bears 
Oa the Liſt-gares ci!l rhey be open ſer. fe 7 
So my Thalia ſhur in and endos'd, 
To name thee thongh forbidden is diſpos'd, 
Yer leſt a friends love burr thee any:way, 
Fear ner, I will thy own commands obey. 
Becauſe rhou think*ſt that 1 do think on thee, 
Since thou forbid'ſt not,” I will thankful be, 
And while this life preſerving light I view, 
My ſoul ſhall always ſerve and hetiour you, '-- 
. He compl ains that be three years bad ſpent 

Ix Ponras is ſad baniſhment... 3 (3a » 
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lace we came to Pontws Ifter twice was frove, 
And thrice the. Exxine {ca even hardned grows, 
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But yer as: many years they ſeem co me, 

As Troy was under the Greeþenemy. 

Time ſeems ro ſtand, ſo flowly ir goes on, 
The year moſt ſlackly doth his journey run. 
Nor doth the Solſtice from night cake away, - 
Not the winter never ſhorrneth the day. 
With us rhe natures of thiggs changed are, 
Which lengrhens all things equal ro my care, 
Or doth the time his wented courſe go on, 
And only ſeemlong unco me alone ? 

While the Exxine (hore ſe call'd by a falſe name, 
But more truely Scythia, doth me contain. 

Fierce wars the Nations round about deth threaten, 
Who think their living is by ſtealch well gorren. 
Nething without is ſafe, the hill is forrifi'd 

With walls,- and the nacure of the place beſide, 
The foe like a ſhoal of birds comes ing 

And drives awiy the booty ere he's ſeen, 
Somerimes their darts in rhe ſtreers we garker up, 
Which do fly o're che walls the gates bcing ſhur. 

Tf any one to plough the earth is bold. 

One hand the plough, rhe other armes doth hold, 
The Shepheard with an helmer, pipes on's read, 
And ſtead of Wolves, the ſheep the wars do dread. 
The Caſtle fcarce defends us, wherein we fear, 
Cauſe the Salvages with the Greciens mixed are. 
The Barbarian here with us doth dwell moſt free, 
And the moſt houſes by him poſſefſed be. 

. Whom though you fear nor, their leoks hateful are, 
Their bodys covered withskins and long hair : 
Thoſe which from Greece are choughtto be deriv'd, 
Theic bodys with the Perfeau flop doth hide. 
They uſe the commerce of a neighbour rongue, 
By geſture each thing is ro me made known. 
For I am underſtood by none of them, 

And the dull Getes the Latine words contemn. 


They ®? 
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They ſpeak ill of me while rhar 1 am preſent, 
And do objcQt ro me my baniſhmenr. 

And they do rhink ill of me oftentimes 
When while they ſpeak I anſwer them by Ggncs. 
And injaſtice js more eruel than the ſword, 

Sone in the Caurt wich wounds are ofren goar'd. 
Hard Lacbefes rhou gav'ſt reo long a thred 

Of life ro me, under an ill ſtar bred. 

That my Couarries fight, and friends 1 now do want, 
And thus in Scythia do make my:complainr, 

Botb grievous are, | have deſerv'd from Rome 

To bc baniſhr, ner co ſuch a place to come, 

Whar ſpeak I madly ? I deſery'd ro die, 

When 1 offerided Ceſars Majcfty. 


ELEGIE XL, 
To his wi{e cauſe ſome did her defame, 
Andcall ber wife to a baniſh'd man. » 
tly Letter which thou fendſt me doth complain, 


f op ” 111. 


Thar ſome one call*d rhee wiſe ro a banifht man. 


1 gaev'd not thar my life is ill ſpoke by, 
Who now have us'd to ſuffer valiantly ; 
Bur chart I am a cauſe of ſhame ro rheey 

| And & think thou bluſheſt ar my miſery. | 
Endure, thou haſt ſuffered more cven for my ſake, 
When the Princes wrath me-trom thee firſt did rake, 
He's decceiv'd who callech mc, a baniſh'd man, 
My faulc a gcncler puniſhment did artain. 
Qur ſhip chough broke is not o'rewhela'd or drown'd, 
Ic bears,up &}},! though ir no Port hath found. 
My life, | my wealth, my rigbc he dorh.nox rake, 
Which I delerv'd ro. loſe for my-faulcs lake. 
To oft:nd him was @ puniſhmear fac, core, 
L wiſh my fun:ral hour had gone. þefore, 
Bur becauſe no wickedneſs was in my fault, 
To baniſh mc he ogly fireeſt thought, 
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As to thoſe whoſe numbers cannor reck»n*d be,' 


So Ceſar's Majeſty was milde to me. 
Theiefore my verſes by right as chey may, 

O Ceſar, do ſing forth thy praiſe alway. 

1 beſeech the Gods ro ſhur up Heavens Gare, 
And let thee be a God on eatth in ſtare. 

But thou that call*ft me thus a baniſhr man, 
Encreaſc noz my ſorrow with a feigned name. 


ELEGIE XII. 


To his friend who wiſh'd him to delight 
Himſelf, while be did verſes write. 
Hou wriſt char I ſhould paſs the rime awa 
With ftudy, leſt my mind with ruſt decay, 
*Lis hard ( my friend ) verſe is a merry raske, 
And ic a: quiet mind doth always aske. 
Our fare is droven by an adveiſe wind, 
No chance more ſad than mine can be affign'd. 
Thou wouldfſt have Priam at his ſons death jeſt, 
And Nzobe dance as ir were art a feaſt. 
Oughc | co ſtudy or elſe ro lament ? 
Thar alone unto the fartheſt Getes am ſent. | 
Give me a breaſt with ſo much ſtrength ſuſtain'ds 
Such as Axytus had, as it is fam'd, 
So grear a weight would fink his wir at lengths 
Foves anger is above all human ſtrength, 
Thar old man which Apollo wiſe did call, 
In luch a caſe would not have wir-art all. 
Though I forger my Country and my ſelf, 
And have no ſenſe at all of my loſt wealth : 
To domy office fear doth me forbid, 
Being compaſs'd in withfoes'on every fide. 
Beſides, my yein grows dull being ruſted o're, 
And now.it is far lefNer than before. F +-0Y 
The field if thar it be nor daily rill'd, $4 
Will notbing elſe bur thornes, and knocegrals yield. -- 
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””> The Horſc having long ſtood ſtiil will badly run, 
| And be laſt of thoſe that from the Lifts do come, 
The boar rbar hath long our of water been, 
Grows rotten, and the chinks thereof are ſcen. 
Then hope nor I chat had an humble yein, 

Can c*re return like ro my ſclf again. 

My wit by my long ſuffering is decay'd, 

And part of my former vigour now dorh fade. 
Sometimes my Tables, in my hand I cake, 
And I my words co run in feet would make, 
I can write no verſes bur ſuch as you ſee, 

Firring the place and their Authours miſery. 

And laſtly, glory gives ſtrength co a ſtrain, 

And love of praiſc, doth make a fruicful vein, -- 

. 1 was allur'd with hope of fame before, 
While as a proſperous wind my ſails our bore 
'Bur now in glory I cake nor delight, 

I had rather be unknewn if that I might. 
Becauſc char ſome my verſe ar firſt did like, 

Would*ſt thou have me therefore proceed ro write ? 

May I ſpeak it with your leave you fiſters nine, 

You chiefly caus'd this baniſhment of mine. 

As the maker of the Bull in ic did ſmart, 

So I am alſo puniſh'd by my Arr. 

And now with verſe I ought for ra have doney 

And being ſhipwrack'd | the ſca ſhould (hun, 

Suppoſe thac ſtudy 1 ſhould again afſay, 

This place is unfic for verſes any way, 

Here are no books, nor none co lend an car, 

Nor none can underſtand me if they hear, 

All places here borh rude and wilde are found, 

And filled with the fearful Gerich ſound, 

I hayc forgot in Larine for co ſpeak, 

And I have learnt the language of the Gete, 

Yet to ſpeak truth, I cannor (o reſtrain, 

_. My Mufe bur ſomecime.ſhe a yerſe will frame. - 
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1 write, and then I burn thoſe books again, 

And thus my ftudy cndeth ina flame, 

I cannor make a verſe, nor do defire, 

Which makes me pur my labeur in the fire. 

No part of my invention ro you came, . 
Bur that which was ſtole or ſnartch'd from the flime; 
And would that Art too had bcen bucnc for me, 
Which brought the Authour unro miſery ! 


ELEGIE XIIL 


Here he doth accuſe hus friend, 
Becauſe he did no letters ſend. 


&om the Gettich Land thy Ovid ſends thee healb, 
If one can {end whar he doch wanrc himſclf, 

ror my mind from my body infeftcd is, 
Leſt any part of me ſhould cormearc mils. | 
A pain in my ſide me many days doth hold, 
Which I had gotten by che. winters'cold. 
If rhou art well, then we in pwr are well, 
For thou didft under-prop me when I fell. 
Thou gav*ſt'me many pledges of chy hearr, 
And did*it defend me {till in every parr. 
'Tis thy fault that Letters thou deſt ſeldome ſend, 
Thou performed*ſ deeds, deny'ſt words ro thy friend. 
Pray mend this fault, which if you hall correR, 
In thee a)one there will be no defeR, 
I would accuſe thee more, bur ir may be, 
Thy Lerter being ſenr came nor to me. 
May this complaint of mine ſeem raſh and hor, 
May 1 falſely think chat thou baſt me forger. 
Which as I pray for I am ſuce to find, wo 
For I can ne*re believe thou haſt chang'd thy mind. - . 
Gray worm-wood ſhall inthe cold ſex be ſcant, ' 
And Sycilian Hybla ſhall [weer hony wan. | 
E*ce thou in remembring of thy friend grow ſlack, 
The threds ſare of my face are nor ſo black, 
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And thar thou may'ſt avoid ſo foule a crime, - 
* Whar thou art nor, beware thou do nor ſeem; 
And as we were wont to paſs the time away, 
Wich ſome difcourſe, till we had ſpent che day, 
Ler Lerters carry and ferch back our words, 


While hands and paper rongues to us affords, 4 
Bir leſt I ſeem coo diſtruſiful for ro be, ] 
And that thefc few lines may admoniſh rhce, s 
Take my Farewel, which word doth Letters end, F 
And may forcunec better faxes unto theſend. : 
ELEGIE XIV. S 
| | "TIT 
* Ovid ſhews bu wife that ſhe, | ; B 
Shall by bus b10ks immortal be, ode It : 
 EÞF.T Har a memorial my books give to thee ? 14 
WV tho Wife more dearer than. my ſclt mai'R ſees | A 
Though fortune from their Auchvurdo derrac, Tt 
Yer by my wir thy fame fhall be exaR. ; wW 
While I am read, thy fame fhall roo be read, He 
Which cannor in the funcral fire lic dead : An 
And though chou ſcem*ſt unhappy by my fare, No 
Yer ſome ſhall wiſh co be in thy cſtare: Th 
Who *cauſe rhou b:arſt parc of my miſery, He 
May call thce happy, and may envie thee, An 
By giving riches thou no more hadſt gor, | 
Since che rich-mans ghoſt from hencedorb carry nought, 
Bur I have given thee fame thac ſtill ſhall laſt, 
The greareſt gifc char 1 could give thou baſt. 
And *cauſe thoudoſt defend me in my crouble, 
This maketh honour come upon the double, 
For that my voice doth eyer-menrion thee, 
Thy husbands love may till thy glory be. 
And leſt ſome call thee raſh, abide to the end, 
Both me and thy faith ſee that thou defend - M 
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\ For while we ſtood, thou only didit maiarain, © ©: 


«Thy goodneſs free from any fault or blame, 


| Which is not ruin'd by this faulrof mine. 


FREED) 


Thy vercue now may make thy wotks to ſhine, 
'Tis cafic ro begood, when we remove 
All occaſions that may make wives nor to love. 
Burt zn thunder if the ſhower ſhe do not ſhun, 
Such affcAion doth. crue marriage-love become, 
Rare is that loye which forrune doth nor guide , 
Bur when ſhe flies away doth firm abide, 

If vertue a rewaid to any be, | 

Shewing moſt courage in adycrlicy, 

Thy vertue in no age ſhall be conceal'd, , 
Bur through the world admired and reveal'd. 
Thou ſeett Penelope dorh till rerain, 
For conſtancy an uvn:xcinguiſh'd name. 

Admetus and brave Heftors wife are lang, _ 
And Hiphias wife thar into fire did run. £ 
The Phylacean wife by fame new lifc hath found, 
Whoſe husband firſt ſet foor on Trojan ground, 


| 1 do nor need thy death, ſhew love to me. 


And thence thou ſhalr ger fame moſt caſily. 

Nor think I exhore thee, cauſc rhat thou doſt fail, 
Though the ſhip go with oares, we pur on ſail. 

He that exherts, doth praiſe what thou doſt do. 
And by exhorcing doth bis liking ſhow. 
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